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CHAPTER I. 

LEVITICAL, 

r late years, an abundant shower of curate 
len upon the north of England: they lie 
ck on the hills ; every parish has one or mo 
im; they are young enough to be very w 
i ought to be doing a great deal of good. 
b of late years are we about to speak; w( 
ing back to the beginning of this century ; 
ars — ^present years are dusty, sun-burnt, hot, 
I will evade the noon, forget it in siesta, pas 
d-day in slumber, and dream of dawn. 
If you think, from this prelude, that anything 
romance is preparing for you, reader, you i 
re more mistaken. Do you anticipate sentii 
i poetry, and reverie? Do you expect pai 
and stimulus, and melodrama? Calm your e: 
ations; reduce them to a lowly standard. S 
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real, cool, and solid, lies before you; some- 

unromantic as Monday morning, when all who 
work wake with the consciousness that they 

rise and betake themselves thereto. It is 
positively affirmed that you shall not have a 
of the exdting, perhaps towards the middle and 

of the meal, but it is resolved that the first 
et upon the table shall be one that* a Catholic 

even an Anglo-Catholic — ^might eat on Good- 
y in Passion Week: it shall be cold lentiles 
inegar without oil; it shall be unleavened bread 
bitter herbs and no roast lamb. 

late years, I say, an abundant shower of cu- 
has fallen upon the north of England ; but in 
3en-hundred-eleven-twelve that affluent rain had 
escended : curates were scarce then : there was 
astoral Aid — no Additional Curates' Society to 
h a helping hand to worn-out old rectors and 
ibents, and give them the wherewithal to pay a 
3US young colleague from Oxford or Cambridge, 
present successors of the apostles, disciples of 
*usey and tools of the Propaganda, were at that 
being hatched under cradle-blankets, or under- 

regeneration by nursery-baptism in wash-hand- 
3. You could not have guessed by looking at 
ne of them that the Italian-ironed double frills 
net cap surrounded the brows of a pre-ordained, 
iHy-sanctified successor of St. Paul, St. Peter, 
;. John; nor could you have foreseen in the 
of its long night-gown the white surplice in 
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it was hereafter cruelly to exercise the souls 
parii^oners^ and strai^elj to nonplus its old- 
led yicar bj flourishing aloft in a pulpit the 
ike raiment which had never before waved 
' than the reading-desk. 

even in those days of scarcity there were 
8 : the precious plant was rare, but it might be 
A certain favoured district in the West 
J of Yorkshire could boast three rods of Aaron 
oaing within a circuit of twenty miles. You 
ee than, reader. Step into this neat garden- 
on the skirts of Whinbury, walk forward into 
tie parlour — there they are at dinner. Allow 
introduce them to you : — ^M r. Donne, curate 
binbury; Mr. Malone, curate of Briarfield; 
weeting, curate of Nunnely. These are Mr. 
j's lodgings, being the habitation of one Jcltm 
a small clothier. Mr. Donne has kindly invited 
jthren to regale with him. You and I will join 
rty, see what is to be seen, and hear what is 
heard. At present, however, they are only 
; and while they eat we will talk aside, 
jse gentlemen are in the bloom of youth ; they 
s all the activity of that interesting age — an 
y which their moping old vicars would fain 
nto the channel of their pastoral duties, often 
tsing a. wish to see it expended in a diligent 
ntendence of the schools, and in frequent visits 
) sick of their respective parishes. But the 
Pul Levites feel this to be dull work; they 
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prefer lavisEing their energies on a course of pro- 
ceeding which — ^though to other eyes it appear more 
heavy with ennui, more cursed with monotony, than 
the toil of the weaver at his loom, seems to yield 
them an unfailing supply of enjoyment and occu- 
pation. 

I allude to a rushing backwards and forwards, 
amongst themselves, to and from their respective 
lodgings : not a round — but a triangle of visits, 
which they keep up all the year through, in winter, 
spring, summer, and autumn. Season and weather 
make no difference ; with unintelligible zeal they 
dare snow and hail, wind and rain, mire and dust, to 
go and dine, or drink tea, or sup with each other. 
What attracts them, it would be difficult to say. It 
is not friendship ; for whenever they meet they 
quarrel. It is not religion ; the thing is never 
named amongst them : theology they may discuss 
occasionally, but piety — ^never. It is not the love 
If^ oiF eating and drinking ; each might have as good a 

joint and pudding, tea as potent, and toast as succu- 
lent, at his own lodgings, as is served to him at his 
brother's. Mrs. Gale, Mrs. Hogg, and Mrs. Whipp 
— their respective landladies — affirm that " it is just 
for nought else but to give folk trouble." By ^^folk" 
the good ladies of course mean themselves, for indeed 
tBtey are kept in a continual "fiy" by this system of 
mutual invasion. 

Mr. Donne and*his guests, as I have said, are at 
#Qner; Mrs. Gale waits on them, but a spark of 
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the hot kitchen fire is in her eye. She consi 
that the privilege of inviting a friend to a i 
occasionally, without additional charge (a privi 
included in the terms on which she lets her lodgir 
has been quite sufficiently exercised of late, 
present week is yet but at Thursday, and on ]V 
day Mr. Malone, the curate of Briarfield, cam< 
breakfast and stayed dinner ; on Tuesday Mr. 
lone and Mr. Sweeting, of Nunnely, came to 
remained to supper, occupied the spare bed, 
favoured her with their company to breakfast 
Wednesday morning: now, on Thursday, they 
both here at dinner ; and she is almost certain i 
will stay all night. " C'en est trop," she would 
if she could speak French. 

Mr. Sweeting is mincing the slice of roast bee 
his plate, and complaining that it is very toi 
Mr. Donne says the beer is flat. Ay ! that ie 
worst of it. If they would only be civil, Mrs. i 
wouldn't mind it so much ; if they would only 8 
satisfied with what they get, she wouldn't care, 
"these young parsons is so high and so scor 
they set everybody beneath their fit; they 1 
her with less than civility, just because she do 
keep a servant, but does the work of the house 
self, as her mother did afore her: then they 
always speaking against Yorkshire ways and Y 
shire folk," and by that very token Mrs. Gale 
not believe one of them to be a real gentlema 
come of gentle kin* " The old parsons is wortl 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



6 



SHIBi:4ET. 



whole lump of college lads; they know what be- 
laDgB good manners^ and is kind to high and low." 

^^ More bread !" cries Mr. Malone^ in a tone 
which, though prolonged but to utter two syllables, 
proclaims him at once a native of tiie land of sham- 
rocks and potatoes. Mrs. Gale hates Mr. Malone 
more than either of the other two, but she fears him 
jJso, for he is a tall, strongly-built personage, with 
real Irish legs and arms, and a face as genuinely 
national ; not the Milesian foce — ^not Daniel O'Con- 
nel's style, but the high-featured, North-American- 
Indian sort of visage, which belongs to a certain 
class of the Irish gentry, and has a petrified and 
proud look, better suited to the owner of an estate 
of slaves, than to the landlord of a free peasantry. 
Mr. Malone's father termed himself a gentleman : he 
was poor and in debt, and besottedly arrogant ; and 
his son was like him. 

Mrs. Gale offered the loaf. 

"Cut it, woman," said her guest; and the "wo- 
man" cut it accordingly. Had she followed her 
inclinations, she would have cut the parson also; 
her Yorkshire soul revolted absolutely from his man- 
ner of command. 

The curates had good appetites, and thou^ the 
beef was " tough," they ate a gr^t deal of it. They 
swallowed, too, a tolerable allowance of the " flat 
beer," while a dish of Yorkshire pudding, and two 
tareens of vegetables, disappeared like leaves before 
^kx^nsts. The cheese, too, received distinguished 
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marks of their attention ; and a " spice-cake," which 
followed by way of dessert, yanished like a Tision^ 
and was no more found. Its elegy was chanted in 
the kitchen by Abraham, Mrs. Gale's son and heir, 
a youth of six summers ; he had reckoned upon the 
reversion thereof, and when his mother brought 
down the empty platter, he lifted up his voice and 
wept sore. 

The curates, meantime, sat and sipped their wine, 
a liquor of unpretending vintage, moderately en- 
joyed. Mr. Malone, indeed, would much rather have 
had whisky; but Mr. Donne, being an English- 
man, did not keep the beverage. While they sipped, 
they argued, not on politics, nor on philosophy, nor 
on literature ; these tqpics were now as ever totally 
without interest for them; not even on theology, 
practical or doctrinal ; but on minute points of ec- 
clesiastical discipline, frivolities which seemed empty 
IS bubbles to all save themselves. Mr. Malone, who 
contrived to secure two glasses of wine, when his 
brethren contented themselves with one, waxed by 
degrees hilarious after his fashion ; that is, he grew 
El little insolent, said rude things in a hectoring tone, 
and laughed clamorously at his own brilliancy. 

Each of his companions became in turn his butt. 
Malone had a stock of jokes at their service, which 
be was accustomed to serve out regularly on con- 
vivial occasions like the present, seldom varying his 
wit ; for which, indeed, there was no necessity, as he 
never appeared to consider himself monotonous, and 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



8 



SHIRLEY. 



did not at all care what others thought. Mr. Donne, 
he favoured with hints about his extreme meagre- 
ness, allusions to his tumed-np nose> cutting sarcasms 
on a certain threadbare chocolate surtout, which that 
gentleman was accustomed to sport whenever it 
rained, or seemed likely to rain, and criticisms on 
a choice set of cockney phrases, and modes of pro- 
nunciation, Mr. Donne's own property, and certainly 
deserving of remark for the elegance and finish they 
communicated to his style. 

Mr. Sweeting was bantered about his stature, he 
was a little man, a mere boy in Jieight and breadth 
compared with the athletic Malone, rallied on his 
musical accomplishments, he played the flute and 
sang hymns like a seraph (some young ladies of his 
parish thought), sneered at as "the lady's pet," teased 
about his mama and sisters, for whom poor Mr. 
Sweeting had some lingering regard, and of whom 
he was foolish enough now and then to speak in the 
presence of the priestly Paddy, from whose anatomy 
the bowels of natural affection had somehow been 
omitted. 

The victims met these attacks each in his own 
way, MJr. Donne with a stilted self-complacency, and 
half-sullen phlegm, the sole props of his otherwise 
somewhat rickety dignity ; Mr. .Sweeting, with the 
indifference of a light, easy disposition, which never 
professed to have any digiy^ to maintain. 

When Malone's raillery became rather too offen- 
sive^ which it soon did, they joined in an attempt to 
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turn the tables on him, by asking him how many 
boys had shouted " Irish Peter 1" after him, as he 
came along the road that day (Malone's name was 
Peter — ^the Rev. Peter Augustus Malone); requesting 
to be informed whether it was the mode in Ireland 
for dergymen to carry loaded pistols in their pockets, 
and a shillelagh in their hands, when they made pas- 
toral visits ; inquiring the signification of such words, 
as vele, firrum, helium, storrum (so Mr. Malone in- 
variably pronounced veil, firm, helm, storm,) and 
employing such other methods of retaliation as the 
innate refinement of their minds suggested. 

This, of course, would not do» Malone, being 
neither good-natured nor phlegmatic, was presently 
in a towering passion. He vociferated, gesticulated ; 
Donne and Sweeting laughed. He reviled them as 
Saxons and snobs at the very top pitch of his high 
Celtic voice ; they taunted him with being the native 
of a conquered land. He menaced rebellion in the 
name of his " counthry," vented bitter hatred against 
English rule ; they spoke of rags, beggary, and pes-* 
tUence. The little parlour was in an uproar; you 
would have thought a duel must follow such virulent 
abuse ; it seemed a wonder that Mr. and Mrs. Gale 
did not take alarm at the noise, and send for a con- 
stable to keep the peace. But they were accustomed 
to such demonstrations ; they weU knew that the 
curates never dined or-^ok tea together without a 
little exercise of the sort, and were quite easy as to 
consequences; knowing that these clerical quarrfels 
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were as harmless as they were nois j ; that they re- 
sulted in nothing ; and that, on whatever terms the 
curates might part to-night, they would be sure to 
meet the best friends in the world to-morrow 
morning. 

As the worthy pair were sitting by their kitchen 
fire, listening to ihe repeated and sonorous contact of 
Malone's fist with the mahogany plane of the parlour 
table, and to the consequent start and jingle of 
decanters and glasses following each assault, to the 
mocking laughter of the allied English disputants, 
and the stuttering declamation of the isolated Hiber- 
nian, — as they thus sat, a foot was heard on the 
outer door-step, and the knocker quiyered to a sharp 
appeal 

Mr. Gale went and opened. 

*^Whom have you up-stairs in the parlour?" 
asked a voice; a rather remarkable voice, nasal in 
tone, abrupt in utterance. 

"Ohl Mr. Helstone, is it you, sir? I could 
hardly see you for the darkness ; it is so soon dark 
now. Will you walk in, sir ?" 

" I want to know first whether it is worth my 
while walking in. Whom have you up-stairs ?" 

** The curates, sir." 

*^WhatI aU of them?" 

** Yes, sir." 

" Been dining here ?" 

"Yes, sir." 

** That wiU do." 



Digitized byCjOOQlC 



LETITICAL. 11 

With tiiese words a person entered, — a mid 
aged maD, in black. He walked straight across 
kitdien to an inner door, opened it, inclined his 1 
forward, and stood listening. There was sometl 
to listen to, for the noise above was just then loi 
than ever. 

"Hey!" he ejaculated to himself; then, tun 
to Mr. Gale, — " HLave you often this sort of wori 

Mr. Grale had been a churdiwarden, and 
indulgent to the clergy. 

" They're young, you kiK)w, sir, — ^they're you 
said he, deprecatingly. 

"Young I They want caning. Bad boys!— 
boys ! and if you were a Dissenter, John Gale, insi 
of being a good Churchman, they'd do the like 
they 'd expose themselves : but I 'U " 

By way of finish to this sentence, he pai 
tiu-ough the inner door, drew it after him, 
mounted the stair. Again he listened a few mim 
when he arrived at the upper room. Making entn 
without warning, he stood before the curates. 

And they were silent ; they were transfixed ; 
80 was the invader. He, — ^a personage short 
stature, but straight of port, and bearing on bi 
shoulders a hawk's head, beak, and eye, the wl 
surmounted by a Kheoboam, or shovel-hat, whid 
did not seem to think it necessary to lift or rem 
before the presence in which he then stood,- 
folded his arms on his chest and surveyed his yoi 
Bdends — if jfriends they were— much at his leisure 
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V^hat!" he began^ delivering his words in a 
no longer nasal, but deep, — ^naore than deep,— 
ice made purposely hollow and cavernous; 
lat ! has the miracle of Pentecost been renewed ? 
) the cloven tongues come down again? Where 
hey? The sound filled the whole house just 
I heard the seventeen languages in full action: 
rthians, and Medes, and Elamites, the dwellers 
esopotamia, and in Judasa, and Cappadocia, in 
us and Asia, Phrygia and Pamphylia, in 
3t and in the parts of Lybia about Cyrene, 
gers of Rome, Jews and proselytes, Cretes 
Fabians ; — every one of these must have had 
presentative in this room two minutes since.'' 
■ l>6g your pardon, Mr. Helstone," began Mr. 
le; "take a seat, pray, sir. Have a glass of 
?" 

is civilities received no answer: the falcon in 
lack coat proceeded: — 

Whsit do I talk about the gift of tongues? 
indeed ! I mistook the chapter, and book, and 
ment: — Gospel for law. Acts for Genesis, the 
of Jerusalem for the plain of Shinar. It was no 
but the confusion of tongues which has gabbled 
leaf as a post. You, apostles? What! — ^you 
5 ? Certainly not : — ^three presumptuous Baby-* 
h masons, — ^neither more nor less J" 
[ assure you, sir, we were only having a little 
together over a glass of wine, after a friendly 
er : — settling the Dissenters." 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



"■^J»^MW|i ipiifVM 



I^EVITICAL. 13 

" Oh ! settling the Dissenters — ^were you ? Was 
done settling the Dissenters ? It sounded to me 
Lch more like settling his co-apostles. You were 
irrelling together ; making almost as much noise 
you three alone — as Moses Barraclough, the 
laching tailor^ and all his hearers, are making in 
methodist chapel down yonder, where they are in 
thick of a revival I know whose fault it is — ^it 
rours, Malone." 
^Mine! sir?" 

^ Yours, sir. Donne and Sweeting were quiet 
ore you came, and would be quiet if you were 
le. I wish when you crossed the Channel, you 
I left your Irish habits behind you. Dublin 
dent ways won't do here : the proceedings which 
jht pass unnoticed in a wild bog and mountain 
irict in Connaught will, in a decent English 
ish, bring disgrace on those who indulge in them, 
I, what is far worse, on the sacred institution of 
ich they are merely the humble appendages." 
Chere was a certain dignity in the little elderly 
itleman's manner of rebuking these youths; 
ugh it was not, perhaps, quite the dignity most 
appropriate to the occasion. Mr. Helstone — stand- 
ing straight as a ramrod — ^looking keen as a kite, 
presented, despite his clerical hat, black coat, and 
gaiters, more the air of a veteran oflScer chiding his 
subalterns, than of a venerable priest exhorting his 
sons in the faith. Gospel mildness — apostolic 
benismity, never seemed to have breathed their 
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influence fiver that keen brown yisage ; but firmness 
had fixed the features, and sagacity had carved her 
own lines about thenu 

" I met Supplehough," he continued, "plodding 
through the mud this wet night, going to preach at 
Milldean opposition shop. As I told you, I heard 
Barraclough bellowing in the midst of a conventicle 
like a possessed bull; and I find you, gentlemen^ 
tarrying over your half pint of muddy port-wine, 
and scolding like angry old women. No wonder 
Supplehough should have dipped sixteen adult con- 
verts in a day — -whidi he did a fOTtnight since ; no 
wonder Barraclough, scamp and hypocrite as he is, 
should attract all the weaver-girls, in their flowers 
and ribbons, to witness how much harder are his 
knuckles than the wooden brim of his tub; as little 
wonder that you, when you are left to yourselves, 
without your rectors — ^myself, and HaD, and Boultby 
— to back you, should too often perform the holy 
service of our church to bare waUs, and read your 
bit of a dry discourse to the clerk, and the organist, 
and the beadle. But enough of the subject : I came 
to see Malone — ^I have an errand unto thee, O cap- 
tain!" 

** What is it?" inquired Malone discontentedly; 
"there can be no funeral to take at this time of 
day." 

" Have you any arms about you ? " 

" Arms, sir ? — ^yes, and legs : " and he advanced 
the mighty members. 
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" Bah ! weapons, I mean." 

*' I have the pistols you gave me yourself: I nevi 
part with them: I lay them ready cocked on a^ha 
by my bedside at night* I have my blackthorn." 

'* Very good. Will you go to Hollow's-mill?" 

« What is stirring at Hollo Vs-mill ?" 

" Nothii^ as yet, nor perhaps will be : but Moo: 
is alone there. He has sent all the workmen he cs 
trust to Stilbro'; there are only two women le 
about the place : it would be a nice opportunity f( 
any of his well-wishers to pay him a visit, if thi 
knew how straight the path was made before them. 

*^ I am none of his well-wishers, sir : I don't ca 
for him." 

" Soh! Malone, you are afraid?" 

** You know me better than that. K I real 
thought there was a chance of a row, I would g< 
but Moore is a strange, shy man, whom I never pr 
tend to understand; and, for the sake of his swe 
company only, I would not stit a step." 

" But there is a chance of a row, if a positi^ 
riot does not take place — of which, indeed, I see i 
fflgns; yet it is unlikely this night wiU pass qui 
tranquilly. You know Moore has resolved to ha 
the new machinery, and he expects two wagg^ 
loads of frames and shears from Stilbro' this evenin 
Scott, the overlooker, and a few picked men, a 
gone to fetd them." 

" They will bring them in safely and quiet 
enough, sir." 
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oore says so, and affirms he wants nobody: 
ne, however, he must have, if it were only to 
vidence in case anything should happen. I 
m very careless. He sits in the counting- 
with the shutters unclosed ; he goes out here 
ere after dark, wanders right up the hollow, 
?ieldhead~lane, among the plantations, just as 
vere the darling of the neighbourhood, or-* 
as he is, its detestation — ^bore a ^charmed 
\ they say in tale-books. He takes no wam- 
)m the fate of Pearson, nor from that of 
ge — shot one in his own house and the other 
moor." 

Lt he should take warning, sir, and use pre* 
s too," interposed Mr. Sweeting; ^^and I 
le would, if he heard what I heard the other 

hat did you here, Davy ?" 
)u know Mike Hartley, sir?" 
le Antinomian \veaver ? Yes." 
hen Mike has been drinking for a few weeks 
jr, he generally winds nfib^by a visit to 
ly vicarage, to tell Mr. Hall a piece of his 
bout his sermons, to denounce the horrible 
ly of his doctrine of works, and warn him 
and aU his hearers are sitting in outer dark- 
ell — ^that has nothing to do with Moore." 
sides being an Antinomian, 'he is a violent 
i and leveller, sir." 
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** I know. When he is very drunk^ his min 
always running on regicide. Mike is not u] 
qnainted with history, and it is rich to hear 
going over the list of tyrants of whom, as he & 
*the revenger of blood has obtained satisfacti 
The feUow exults strangely in murder done 
crowned heads, or on any head for political reas 
I have already heard it hinted that he se^ns to I 
a queer hankering after Moore : is that what 
allude to, Sweeting?" 

" You use the proper term, sir. Mr. BUdl thJ 
he has no personal hatred of Moore ; he says he e 
likes to talk to him, and run after him, but he he 
hmikering that he should be made an example 
He was extolling him to Mr. Hall the other da; 
the miU-owner with Jhe most brains in Yorksl 
and for that reason he aflirms he should be chosei 
a sacrifice, an oblation of a sweet savour. Is "U 
Hartley in his right mind, do you think, sir?" 
quired Sweeting, (dmply. 

*^ Can't tell, Davy ; he may be crazed or he i 
be only crafty — or, perhaps, a little of both." 

'^ He talks of seeing visions, sir." 

** Ay I He is a very Ezekiel or Daniel 
visions. He came just when I was going to 1 
last Friday night, to describe one that had fa 
revealed to him in Nunnely Park that very a£ 
noon." 

^ Tell it, snr — ^what was it ?" urged Sweeting. 

" Davy, thou hast an enormous organ of Won 

VOL. I. C 
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cjramum ; Malone, you see, has hone ; neither 
s nor visions interest him: see what a big, 
Saph, he looks at this moment." 
ph! Who was Saph, su-?!' 
hought you would not know : you may find it 
; is biblical. I know nothing more of him 
s name and race ; but from a boy upwards, I 
ways attached a personality to Saph. Depend 
e was honest, heavy, and luckless ; he met his 
Gob, by the hand of Sibbechai." 
it the vision, sir?" 

ivy, thou shalt hear. Donne ^is biting his 
nd Malone yawning ; so I will tell it but to 
Mike is out of work, like many others, unfor- 
y ; Mr. Grame, Sir Philip Nunnely's steward, 
im a job about the priory: according to his 
fc, he was busy hedging rather late in th« 
on, but before dark, when he heard what he 
t was a band at a distance, bugles, fifes, and 
nd of a trumpet ; it came from the forest, and 
idered that there should be music there. He 
up: all amongst the trees he saw moving 
, red, like poppies, or white, like May-blos- 
he wood was fiiU of them ; they poured out 
led the park. He then perceived they were 
J — ^thousands and tens of thousands, but they 
no more noise than a swarm of midges 
lunmer evening. They formed in order, he 
d, and marched, regiment after regiment, 
the park; he followed them to Nunnely^ 
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Common; the music still played soft and distant. 
On the common he watched them go through a 
number of evolutions^ a man clothed in scarlet stood 
in the centre and directed them ; they extended^ he 
declared, over fifty acres ; they were in sight half an 
hour; then they marched away quite silently — 
the whole time he heard neither voice nor tread — 
nothing but the faint music playing a solemn 
march." 

^^ Where did they go, sir?" 

^^ Towards Briarfield; Mike followed them ; they 
seemed passilig Fieldhead, when a column of smoke, 
such as might be vomited by a park of artillery, 
spread noiseless over the fields, the road, the com- 
mon, and rolled, he said, blue and dim to his very 
feet. As it cleared away he looked again for the 
soldiers, but they were vanished ; he saw them no 
more. Mike, like a wise Daniel as he is, not only 
rehearsed the vision, but gave the interpretation 
thereof: it signifies, he intimated, bloodshed and 
civil conflict." 

" Do you credit it, sir?" asked Sweeting. 
"Do you, Davy? But come, Malone, why are 
you not off?" 

" I am rather surprised, dr, you did not stay with 
Moore yourself; you like this kind of thing." 

*^ So I should have done, had I not unfortunately 

happened to engage Boultby to sup with me on 

his way home from the Bible Society meeting at 

►..Nunnely. I promised to send you as my substi- 

C 2 
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tute, for which, by-the-by, he did not thank me ; 
he would much rather have had me than you, Peter. 
Should there be any real need of help, I shall join 
you; the mill-bell wiU give warning. Meantime 
go, unless (turning suddenly to Messrs. Sweeting 
and Donne), — ^unless Davy Sweeting or Joseph 
Donne prefers going. What do you say, gentle- 
men? The commission is an honourable one, not 
without the seasoning of a little real peril, for the 
country is in a queer state, as you all know, and 
Moore and his mill, and his machinery, are held in 
sufficient odium. There are chivalric sentiments, 
there is high-beating courage under those waistcoats 
of yours, I doubt not Perhaps I am too partial to 
my favourite, Peter ; little David shall be the chjkm- 
pion or spotless Joseph* Malone, you are biet a 
great floundering Saul after all,< good only to lend 
your armour: out with your fire-arms, fetch yo«r 
shillelagh ; it is there — ^in the comer." 

With a significant grin, Malone produced his pis- 
tols, offering one to each of his brethren: they 
were not readily seized on. With graceM modesty, 
each gentleman retired a step &om the presented 
weapon. 

'^ I never touch them : I never did touch anything 
of the kind," said Mr. Donne- 

^' I am almost a stranger to Mr. Moore,*' mur- 
mured Sweeting. 

*^ If you never touched a pistol, try the feel of it 
now, great satrap of Egypt. As to the little min- 
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strel, he probably prefers encountering the Phili- 
stines with no other weapon than his flute. Get 
their hats, Peter; they'll both of 'em go." 

" No, sir ; no, Mr. Helstone ; my mother wouldn't 
like it," pleaded Sweeting. 

'^ And I make it a rule never to get mixed up in 
affairs of the kind," observed Donne. 

Helstone smiled sardonically; Malone laughed a 
horse-laugL He then replaced his arms, took his 
hat and cudgel, and saying that ^^ he never felt more 
in tune for a shindy in his life, and that he wished 
a score of greasy cloth-dressers might beat up 
Moore's quarters that night," he made his exit, 
clearing the stairs at a stride or two, and making 
the house shake with the bang of the front-door 
behind hinu 
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CHAPTER 11. 

THE WAGGONS. 

; was pitch-dark: star and moon were 
gray rain-clouds — gray they would have 
; by night they looked sable. Malone 
n given to close observation of Nature ; 
passed, for the most part, unnoticed by 
Id walk miles on the most varying April 
i^er see the beautiful dallying of earth 
never mark when a sunbeam kissed 
making them smile clear in green lights 
3wer wept over them, hiding their crests 
-hanging, dishevelled tresses of a cloud, 
therefore, care to contrast the sky as it 
1 — a muffled, streaming vault, all black, 
towards the east, the furnaces of Stilbro 
[u:ew a tremulous lurid shimmer on the 
h the same sky on an unclouded frosty 
lid not trouble himself to ask where the 
3 and the planets were gone, or to regret 
blue" serenity of the air-ocean which 
islets stud, and which another ocean, of 
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er and denser element, now rolled below and 
(aled. He just doggedly pursued his way, lean- 
> little forward as he walked, and wearing his 
n the back of his head, as his Irish manner was. 
imp, tramp," he went along the causeway, where 
oad boasted the privilege of such an accommo- 
a ; '^ splash, splash," through the mire-fiUed 
nits, where the flags were exchanged for soft 
He looked but for certain landmarks, the 
of Briarfield church ; further on, the lights of 
House. This was an inn ; and when he reached 
B glow of a fire through a half-curtained window, 
on of glasses on a round table, and of revellers 
L oaken settle had nearly drawn aside the curate 
his course. He thought longingly of a tumbler 
Wsky-and-water: in a strange place, he would 
itly have realized the dream ; but the company 
ibled in that kitchen were Mr. Helstone's own 
[lioners; they all knew him. He sighed, and 
d on. 

le high road was now to be quitted, as the 
Ining distance to Hollow's-mill might be con- 
ibly reduced by a short cut across fields. These 

were level and monotonous: Malone took a 
b course through them, jumping hedge and wall, 
massed but one building here, and that seemed 
and hall-like, though irregular : you could see a 
gable, then a long front, then a low gable, then 
ck, lofty stack of chimneys: there were some 

behind it. It was dark; not a candle shone 
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any window ; it was absolutely still : the rain 
ng from the eaves, and the rather wild, but 
low whistle of the wind round the chimneys 
hrough the boughs, were the sole sounds in its 
ibourhood. 

is building passed, the fields, hitherto fiat, de- 
1 in a rapid descent : evidently a vale lay below, 
gh which you could hear the water run. One 

glimmered in the depth: for that beacon 
ne steered. 

5 came to a little white house — ^you could see it 
white even through this dense darimess — and 
ced at the door. A fresh-faced servant opened 
y the candle she held was revealed a narrow 
ge, terminating in a narrow stair. Two doors 
*ed with crimson baize, a strip of crimson carpet 
I the steps, contrasted with light-coloured walls, 
vhite fioor, made the little interior look dean 
resh. 

\/Ix. Moore is at home, I suppose ?" 
fes, sir, but he is not in." 
Jot in 1 Where is he then ? " 
Kt the miU — ^in the counting-house." 
;re one of the crimson doors opened. 
Lre the waggons come, Sarah?" asked a female 
, and a female head at the same time was ap- 
it It might not be the head of a goddess — 
d a screw of curl-paper on each side the temples 

forbade that supposition — ^but neither was it 
ead of a Gorgon ; yet Malone seemed to take it 
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^ latter light* Big as he was^ he shrank bash- 
back into the rain at the view thereof; and 
g^ '^ 111 go to him^" hurried in seeming trepida- 
down a short lane^ across an obscure yard^ 
"ds a huge black nulL 

e work-hours were over; the "hands'* were 
; the machinery was at rest ; the mill shut up. 
ne walked round it; somewhere in its great 

flank he found another chink of light; he 
^ed at another door^ using for the purpose the 

end of his shillelagh, with which he beat a 
[ig tattoo. A key turned ; the door unclosed. 
s it Joe Scott? What news of the waggons^ 

S'o, — it 's myself. Mr. Helstone would send me." 
)h ! Mr. Malone." The vwce in uttering this 
^ had the slightest possible cadence of disap- 
ment. After a moment's pause, it continued, 
Jy, but a little formally : — 

beg you will come in, Mr. Malone. I r^et 
mely Mr. Helstone should have thought it 
sary to trouble you so far ; there was no neces- 
— I told him BO, — and on such a night — ^but 

forwards." 

trough a dark apartment, of aspect undistin- 

table, Malone followed the speaker into a light 

bright room within; very light and bright 

jd it seemed to eyes which for the last hour had 

been striving to penetrate the double darkness of 

ht and fog ; but except for its excellent fire, and 
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for a lamp of elegant design and vivid lustre burning 
on a table^ it was a very plain place. The boarded 
floor was carpetless; the three or four stiff-backed 
green-painted chairs seemed once to have furnished 
the kitchen of some farm-hooise ; a desk of strong, 
solid formation, the table aforesaid, and some framed 
sheets on the stone-coloured walls, bearing, plans for 
building, for gardening, designs of machinery, &c., 
completed the furniture of the place. 

Plain as it was, it seemed to satisfy Malone, who, 
when he had removed and hung up his wet surtout 
and hat, drew one of the rheumatic-looking chairs to 
the hearth, and set his knees almost within the bars 
of the red grate. 

^* Comfortable quarters you have here, Mr. Moore, 
and all snug 'to yourself." 

" Yes ; but my sister would be glad to see you, if 
you would prefer stepping into the house." 

" Oh, no ! the ladies are best alone. I never was 
a lady's man. You don't mistake me for my friend 
Sweeting, do you, Mr. Moore?" 

"Sweeting! — which of them is that? The 
gentleman in the chocolate over-coat, or the little 
gentleman?" 

" The little one ; — he of Sfunnely ; — ^the cavalier 
of the Misses Sykes, with the whole six of whom he 
is in love, ha I ha!" 

" Better be generally in love with all than specially 
with one, I should think, in that quarter." 

" But he is specially in love with one besides, for 
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when I and Donne urged him to make a choice 
amongst the fair bevy, he named — which do you 
think?" 

With a queer, quiet BmQe, Mr. Moore replied, 
" Dora, of course, or Harriet." 

"Ha! ha! youVe an excellent guess; but what 
made you hit on those two?" 

^^ Because they are the tallest, the handsomest; 
and Dora, at least, is the stoutest; and as your 
friend, Mr. Sweeting, is but a little, slight figure, I 
concluded that, according to a frequent rule in such 
cases, he preferred his contrast." 

^^ You are right ; Dora it is : but he has no chance, 
has he, Moore?" 

"What has Mr. Sweeting, besides his curacy?" 

This question seemed to tickle Malone' amazingly ; 
he laughed for full three minutes before he an- 
swered it. 

" What has Sweeting? Why David has his harp, 
or flute, which comes to the same thing. He has a 
sort of pinchbeck watch; ditto, ring; ditto, eye- 
glass : that 's what he has." 

"How would he propose to keep Miss Sykes 
in gowns only ? " 

"Ha! ha! Excellent! I'll ask him that next 
time I see him. I'll roast him for his presumption; 
but no doubt he expects old Christopher Sykes 
would do something handsome. He is rich, is he 
not? They live in a large house." 

" Sykes carries on an extensive concern." 
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therefore he must be weaHhy, eh?" 
nberefore he must have plenty to do with his 
h : and in these times would be about as likely 
ink of drawing money from the business to give 
ies to his daughters^ as I should be to dream of 
ig down the cottage there, iand constructing on 
ins a house as large as Fieldhead." 
)o you know what I heard^ Moore, the other 

n 

!fo: perhaps that I was about to effect some 
change. Your Briarfield gossips are capaUe of 
g that or sillier things." 

rhat you were going to take Fieldhead on a 
—I thought it looked a dismal place, by-the-by, 
yht, as I passed it — and that it was your inten- 
to settle a Miss Sykes there as mistress ; to be 
ied, in short, ha! ha! Now, which is it ? Dora 
im sure ; you said she was the handsomest." 
[ wonder how often it has been settled that I 
to be married since I came to Briarfield ! They 
assigned me every marriageable single woman 
ims in the district Now it was the two Misses 
ns — ^first the dark, then the light one. Now the 
aired Miss Armitage, then the mature Ann 
3on ; at present you throw on my shoulders all 
ribe of the Misses Sykes. On what grounds this 
3 rests, God knows. I visit nowhere — ^I seek 
e society about as assiduously as you do, Mr. 
Qe ; if ever I go to Whinbury, it is only to give 
3 or Pearson a caU in their counting-house, where 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



THE WAGM^OKS. 29 

onp discussions run on other topics than matrimony, 
and our thoughts are occupied with other things 
than courtships, establishments, dowries. The cloth 
we can't sell, the hands we can't employ, the mills 
we can't run, the perverse course of events generally, 
whidi we cannot alter, fill our hearts, I take it, pretty 
well at present, to the tolerably complete exclusion 
of such figments as love-making, &c." 

*^I go along with you completely, Moore. If 
there is one notion I hate more than another, it is 
that of marriage; I mean marriage in the vulgar weak 
sense, as a mere matter of sentiment ; two beggarly 
fools agreeing to unite their indigence by some faur 
tastic tie of feeling — ^humbug ! But an advantageous 
connection, sudi as can be formed in consonance with 
dignity of views, and permanency of solid interests, 
is not so bad — eh ?" 

"UTo," responded Moore, in an absent manner; 
the subject seemed to have no interest for him : he 
did not pursue it. After sitting for some time 
gazing at the fire with a preoccu{»ed air, he sud- 
denly turned his head. 

^ Hark I" swd he : "did you hear wheels ?" 

Sising, he went to the window, opened it, and 
listened. He soon closed it. '^ It is only the sound 
of the wind rising," he remarked, "and the rivulet 
a little swollen, rushing down tibe hollow. I ex- 
pected those waggons at six ; it is near nine now." 

** Seriously, do you suppose that the putting up 
of this new machinery will bring you into danger ?" 
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inquired Malone. ** Helstone seems to think it 
wiU." 

" I only wish the machines — ^the frames were safe 
here^ and lodged within the walls of this milL Once 
put up, I defy the framebreakers ; let them only pay 
me a visit, and take the consequences : my mill is my 
castle." 

^^ One despises such low scoimdrels," observed 
Malone, in a profound vein of reflection. " I ahnost 
wish a party would call upon you to-night ; but the 
road seemed extremely quiet as I came along : I saw 
nothing astir." 

" You came by the Redhouse ? " 

"Yes." 

" There would be nothing on that road : it is in 
the direction of Stilbro' the risk lies." 

^^ And you think there is risk ?" 

"What these fellows have done to others, they 
may do to me. There is only this diflference : most 
of the manufacturers seem paralyzed when they are 
attacked. Sykes, for instance, when his dressings 
shop was set on fire and burned to the ground, when 
the cloth was torn from his tenters and left in shreds 
in the field, took no steps to discover or punish the 
miscreants ; he gave up .as tamely as a rabbit under 
the jaws of a ferret. Now I, if I know myself, 
should stand by my trade, my mill, and my ma- 
chinery." 

"Helstone says these three are your gods; that 
the ^ Orders in Council ' are with you another name 
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for the seven deadly sins ; that Castlereagh is jour 
Antichrist, and the war-party his legions." 

** Yes ; I abhor all these things because they ruin 
me; they stand in my way. I cannot get on — I 
cannot execute my plans because of them; I see 
myself baffled at every turn by their imtoward 
effects." 

" But you are rich and thriving, Moore?" 

" I am very rich in cloth, I cannot sell ; you should 
step into my warehouse yonder, and observe how it 
is piled to the roof with pieces. Koakes and Pearson 
are in the same condition ; America used to be their 
market, but the Orders in Council have cut that 
off." 

Malone did not seem prepared to carry on 
briskly a conversation of this sort ; he began to knock 
the heels of his boots together, and to yawn. 

^^ And then to think," continued Mr. Moore, who 
seemed too much taken up with the current of his own 
thoughts to note the symptoms of his guest's ennuis 
— " to think that these ridiculous gossips of Whinbury 
and Briarfield will keep pestering one about being 
married ! As if there was nothing to be done in life 
but to ^ pay attention,' as they say, to some young 
lady, and then to go to church with her, and then to 
start on a bridal tour, and then to run through a 
round of visits, and then, I suppose, to be * having a 
family.' — Oh, que le diable emporte !" — He broke off 
the aspiration into which he was launching with a 
certain energy, and added, inore cahnly — " I belieye 
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talk and think only of these things, and they 
Y fancy men's minds similarly occupied," 
course — of course," assented Malone; *^but 
lind them." And he whistled, looked im- 
f rounds and seemed to feel a great want of 
ig. This time Moore caught, and, it appeared, 
tended his demonstrations. 

Malone," said he, ** you must require refresh- 
ter your wet walk ; I forget hospitality." 

at all," rejoined Malone ; but he looked as if 
t nail was at last hit on the head, neverthe- 
[oore rose and opened a cupboard. 
s my fancy," said he, ** to have every con- 
3 within myself, and not to be dependent on 
nity in the cottage yonder for every mouth- 
; or every drop I drink. I often spend the 
and sup here alone, and sleep with Joe Scott 
lilL Sometimes I am my own watchman ; I 
little sleep, and it pleases me on a fine night 
er for an hour or two with my musket about 
ow. — Mr. Malone, can you cook a mutton- 

me : I Ve done it hundreds of times at col- 

xe 's a dishfiil, then, and there 's the gridiron. 

em quickly ; you know the secret of keeping 

3sin?" 

rer fear me — ^you shall see. Hand a knife 

:, please." 

surate turned up his coat-cuffs, and applied 
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himself to the cookery with vigour. The manu- 
facture!* placed on the table, plates, a loaf of bread, 
a black bottle, and two tumblers. He then pro- 
duced a small copper kettle — still from the same 
well-stored recess, his cupboard — filled it with water 
from a large stone jar in a comer, set it on the fire 
beside the hissing gridiron, got lemons, sugar, and 
a small china punch-bowl; but while he was brewing 
the punch, a tap at the door called him away. 

"Is it you, Sarah?" 

*^ Yes, sir. Will you come to supper, please sir ?" 

*' No ; I shall not be in to-night : I shall sleep in 
the mill. So lock the doors, and tell your mistress 
to go to bed." He returned. 

**You have your household in proper order," 
observed Malone approvingly, as, with his fine face 
ruddy as the embers over which he bent, he assidu- 
ously turned the mutton - chops. ** You are not 
under petticoat-government, like poor Sweeting; a 
man — whew! — how the fat spits! — it has burnt 
my hand — destined to be ruled by women. Now 
you and I, Moore — ^there's a fine brown one for 
you, and full of gravy — ^you and I will have no grey 
mares in our stables when we marry." 

** I don't know — I never think about it ; if the 
grey mare is handsome and tractable, why not ?" 

*^ The chops are done : is the punch brewed ?" 

" There is a glassful : taste it. When Joe Scott 
and his minions return they shall have a share of 
this, provided they bring home the frames intact." 

VOL. I. D 
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Malone waxed very exultant over the supper : lie 
laughed aloud at trifles; made bad jokes aad ap- 
plauded them himself; and, in short, grew unmean- 
ingly noisy. His host, on the contrary, remained 
quiet as before. It is time, reader, that you should 
have some idea of the appearance of this same host r 
I must endeavour to sketch him as he sits at table. 

He is what you would probably call, at first view, 
rather a strange-looking man ; for he is thin, dark, 
sallow ; very foreign of aspect, with shadowy hair 
carelessly streaking his forehead : it appears that he 
spends but little time at his toilette, or he would 
arrange it with more taste. He seems unconscious 
that his features are fine, that they have a southern 
symmetry, clearness, regularity in their chiseling; 
nor does a spectator become aware of this advantage 
tiU he has examined him well, for an anxious coun- 
tenance, and a hollow somewhat haggard outline of 
face disturb the idea of beauty with one of care. 
His eyes are large, and grave, and gray; their 
expression is intent and meditative, rather searching 
than soft, rather thoughtful than genial. When he 
parts his lips in a smile, his physiognomy is agree- 
able; not that it is frank or cheerM even then, but 
you feel the influence of a cert^n sedate charm, 
suggestive, whether truly or delusively, of a con- 
siderate, perhaps a kind nature ; of feelings that may 
wear well at home; patient, forbearing, possibly 
faithful feelings. He is still young — ^not more than 
thirty; his stature is tall, his figure slender. His 
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ittanner of speaking displeases ; he has an outlandidi 
accent, which, notwithstanding a studied careless- 
ness of pronunciation and diction, grates on a British, 
and especially on a Yorkshire ear. 

Mr. Moore, indeed, was but half a Briton, and 
scarcely that. He came of a foreign ancestry by 
the mother's side, and was himself bom, and partly 
reared, on a fordign soil. A hybrid in nature, it is 
probable he had a hybrid's feeling on many points — 
patriotism for one ; it is likely that he was unapt to 
attach himself to parties, to sects, even to climes and 
customs ; it is not impossible that he had a tendency 
to isolate his individual person from any community 
amidst which his lot might temporarily happen to 
be thrown, and that he felt it to be his best wisdom 
to push the interests of Robert Gerard Moore, to 
the exclusion of philanthropic consideration for gene- 
ral interests, with which he regarded the said G6rard 
Moore as in a great measure disconnected. Trade 
was Mr. Moore's hereditary calling. The Gerards 
of Antwerp had been merchants for two centuries 
back ; once they had been wealthy merchants, but 
the uncertainties, the involvements of business had 
come upon them ; disastrous speculations had 
loosened by degrees the foundations of their credit ; 
the house had stood on a tottering base for a dozen 
years; and at last, in the shock of the French Revo- 
lution, it had rushed down a total ruin. In its fall 
was involved the English and Yorkshire firm of 
Moore, closely connected with the Antwerp house, 

D 2 
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and of which one of the partners^ resident in An- 
twerp, Robert Moore, had married Hortense Ge- 
rard, with the prospect of his bride inheriting her 
father Constantino Gerard's share in the business. 
She inherited, as we have seen, but his share in the 
liabilities of the firm ; and these liabilities, though 
duly set aside by a composition with creditors, some 
said her son Robert accepted, in his turn, as a 
legacy; and that he aspired one day to discharge 
them, and to rebuild the fallen house of Gerard and 
Moore on a scale at least equal to its former great- 
ness. It was even supposed that he took by-past 
circumstances much to heart, and if a childhood 
passed at the side of a saturnine mother, under fore- 
boding of coming evil, and a manhood drenched and 
blighted by the pitiless descent of the storm, could 
painftJly impress the mind, his probably was im- 
pressed in no golden characters. 

If, however, he had a great end of restoration in 
view, it was not in his power to employ great means 
for its attainment ; he was obliged to be content with 
the day of small things. When he came to Yorkshire, 
he whose ancestors had owned warehouses in this 
seaport, and factories in that inland town, had pos- 
sessed'their town-house and their country-seat, saw 
no way open to him but to rent a cloth-mill, in an 
out-of-the-way nook of an out-of-the-way district, 
to take a cottage adjoining it for his residence, and 
to add to his possessions, as pasture for his horse, 
^ and space for his cloth-tenters, a few acres of the 
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stuep ru^ed land that lined the hollow through 
which his mill-stream brawled. All this he held at 
a somewhat high rent (for these war times were 
hard, and everything was dear), of the trustees of 
the Fieldhead estate, then the property of a minor. 

At the time this history commences, he had lived 
but two years in the district, during which period he 
had at least proved himself possessed of the quality 
of activity. The dingy cottage was converted into a 
neat, tasteful residence. Of part of the rough land 
he had made garden-ground, which he cultivated 
with singular, even with Flemish, exactness and care* 
As to the mill, which was an old structure, and fitted 
up with old machinery, now become inefficient and 
out of date, he had from the first evinced the 
strongest contempt for all its arrangements and ap- 
pointments ; his sum had been to effect a radical re- 
form, which he had executed as fast as his very limited 
capital would allow; and the narrowness of that 
capital, and consequent check on his progress, was a 
restraint which galled his spirit sorely. Moore ever 
wanted to push on. " Forward" was the device 
stamped upon his soul; but poverty curbed him; 
sometimes (figuratively) he foamed at the mouth 
when the reins were drawn very tight. 

In this state of feeling, it is not to be expected 
that he would deliberate much as to whether his 
advance was or was not prejudicial to others. Not 
being a native, nor for any length of time a resident 
of the neighbourhood, he did not sufficiently care 
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the new inventions threw the old work^^peofffe 

employ; he nev^ asked himself where those 

Lom he no longer paid weekly wages found 

bread ; and in this negligence he only re- 

d thousands besides^ on whom the starving 

f Yorkshire seemed to have a closer claim. 

period of which I write was an overshadowed 

British history, and especially in the history 

northern provinces. War was then at its 

Europe was all involved therein. England, 

weary, was worn with long resistance; yes, 

df her people were weary too, and cried out 

BUJe on any terms. National honour was be- 

i mere empty name of no value in the eyes of 

because their sight was dim with famine, and 

morsel of meat they would have sold their 

ght. 

" Orders in Council," provoked by Napoleon's 
and Berlin decrees, and forbidding neutral 
J to trade with France, had, by offending 
ca, cut off the principal market of the York- 
iroollen trade, and brought it consequently to 
jrge of ruin. Minor foreign markets were 
I, and would receive no more. The Brazils, 
ral, Sicily, were all overstocked by nearly two 
consumption. At this crisis, certain inven- 
n machinery were introduced into the staple 
Matures of the north, which, greatly reducing 
miber of hands necessary to be employed, 
thousands out of work, and left them without 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



THE WAGGONS. 39 

Intimate means of Bustainiiig life. A bad harrest 
supervened. Distress reached its climax. Endu- 
rance, over-goaded, stretched the hand of jfratemity 
to sedition ; the throes of a sort of mond earthquake 
were felt heaving under the hills of the northern 
counties. But, as is usual in such cases, nobody- 
took much notice. When a food-riot broke out in 
a manu&cturing town, when a gig-mill was burnt 
to the ground, or a manufacturer's house was at- 
tacked, the furniture thrown into the streets, and 
the family forced to flee for their lives, some local 
measures were or w^e not taken by the local ma- 
gistracy; a ringleader was detected, or more fre» 
quently suffered to elude detection, newspaper para- 
graphs were written on the subject, and there the 
thing stopped. As to the sufferers, whose sole in- 
heritance was labour, and who had lost that inheri- 
tance; who could not get work, and consequently 
could not get wages, and consequently could not 
get bread, they were left to suffer on, perhaps in- 
evitably left; it would not do to stop the progress 
of invention, to damage science by discouraging its 
improvements; the war could not be terminated, 
efficient relief could not be raised; there was no 
help then, so the imemployed underwent their 
destiny — ate the bread, and drank the waters of 
affliction. 

Miisery generates hate; these sufferers hated the 
machines which they believed took their bread ftom 
them ; they hated the buildings which contained those 
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machines ; they hated the manufacturers who owned 
those buildings. In the parish of Briarfield, with 
which we have at present to do, HoUow's-mill was 
the place held most abominable ; Gerard Moore, in 
jhis double character of semi^foreigner and thorough- 
going progressist, the man most abominated* And 
it perhaps rather agreed with Moore's temperament 
than otherwise to be generally hated, especially when 
he believed the thing for which he was hated a right 
and an expedient thing ; and it was with a sense of 
warlike excitement he, on this night, sat in his 
counting-house waiting the arrival of his firame- 
Jaden waggons. Malone's coming and company 
were, it may be, most unwelcome to him ; he would 
have preferred sitting alone, for he liked a silent^ 
sombre, unsafe solitude ; his watchman's musket 
would have been company enough for him ; the ftdl- 
flowing beck in the den would have delivered con- 
tinuously the discourse most genial to his ear. 



With the queerest look in the world, had the 
manufacturer for some ten minutes been watching 
the Irish curate, as the latter made free with the 
punch, when suddenly that steady gray eye changed^ 
as if another vision came between it and Malone. 
He raised his hand. 

** Chut,!" he said, in his French fashion, as Malone 
made a noise with his glass. He listened a moment, 
then rose, put his hat on, and went out at the count- 
ing-house doon 
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The night was still, dark, and stagnant, the water 
yet rushed on full and fast ; its flow almost seemed 
a flood in the utter silence. Moore's ear, however, 
caught another sound — ^very distant, but yet dis- 
similar — ^broken, and rugged; in short, a sound of 
heavy wheels crunching a stony road* He returned 
to the counting-house and lit a lantern, with which 
he walked down the mill-yard, and proceeded to 
open the gates. The big waggons were coming on ; 
the dray-horses' huge hoofs were heard splashing in 
the mud and water. Moore hailed them. 

" Hey, Joe Scott !> Is all right ?" 

Probably Joe Scott was yet at too great a distance 
to hear the inquiry ; he did not answer it. 

"Is all right, I say?" again asked Moore, when 
the elephant-like leader's nose almost touched his. 

Some one jumped out from the foremost waggon 
into the road; a voice cried aloud, "Ay, ay, divil, 
all 's raight I We 've smashed 'em." 

And there was a run. The waggons stood still ; 
they were now deserted. 

'*Joe Scott!" No Joe Scott answered. "Mur- 
gatroyd! Pighills! Sykes!" No reply. Mr. Moore 
lifted his lantern, and looked into the vehicles ; there 
was neither man nor machinery ; they were empty 
and abandoned. 

Now Mr. Moore loved his machinery. He had 
risked the last of his capital on the purchase of these 
frames and shears which to-night had been expected } 
speculations most important to his interests depended 
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the results to be wrought by them ; -where were 

Dhe words "we've 'smashed 'em!" rung in his 
3. How did the catastrophe affect him ? By the 
it of the lantern he held, were his features visible^ 
udng to a singular smile; the smile the man of 
ermined spirit wears when he reaches a juncture 
his life where this determined spirit is to feel a 
land on its strength, when the strain is to be 
ie, and the feculty must bear or break ; yet he 
lained silent and even motionless, for at the in-> 
it he neither knew what to say nor what to do, 
placed the lantern on the ground, and stood with 
arms folded, gazing down and reflecting, 
in impatient trampling of one of the horses made 
i presently look up; his eye, in the moment, 
ight the gleam of something white attached to a 
t of the harness. Examined by the light of the 
tern, this proved to be a folded paper — a billet, 
bore no address without ; within was the super- 
iption : — 

' To the Divil of HoUow's-mik." 
We ¥riU not copy the rest of the orthography, 
ich was very peculiar, but translate it into le^ble 
glish. It ran thus : — 

^ Your hellish machinery is shivered to smash on 
Lbro' Moor, and your men are lying bound hand 
I foot in a ditch by the roadside. Take this as a 
ming firom men that are starving, and have 
rving wives and children to go home to when 
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tiiey have done this deed. If you get new machines^ 
or if you otherwise go on as you have done, you 
shall hear £rom us again. Beware !'' 

*^Hear from you again? Yes; I'll hear from 
you again, and you diall hear from me; I'll speak to 
you directly; on Stilbro' Moor you shall hear from 
me in a moment." 

Haying led the wagons within the gates, he 
hastened towards the cottage. Opening the door, he 
spoke a few words quickly but quietly to two females 
who ran to meet him in the passage. He cahned the 
seeming alarm of one by a brief palliative account of 
what had taken place ; to the other he said, '^ Go 
into the mill, Sarah — ^there is the key — and ring the 
mill-bell as loud as you can: afterwards you wiU 
get another lantern and help me to light up the 
front." 

Betuming to his horses, he unharnessed, fed, and 
stabled them with equal speed and care, pausing oc- 
casionally, while so occupied, as if to listen for the 
mill-bell. It clanged out presently with irregular 
but loud and alarming din ; the huiried agitated peal 
seemed more urgent than if the summons had been 
steadily given by a practised hand. On that still 
night, at that unusual hour, it was heard a long way 
round; the guests in the kitchen of the Kedhouse 
were startled by the clangour; and declaring that 
*' there must be summat more nor conunon to do at 
Hollow's-miln," they called for lanterns, and hurried 
to the spot in a body. And scarcely had they 
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yedmto the yard with their gleaming lights^ 
the tramp of horses was heard, and a little man 
lovel hat, sitting erect on the back of a shaggy 
^^ rode lightly in," followed by an aide-de- 
mounted on a larger steed« 
. Moore, meantime, after stabling his dray- 
!, had saddled his hackney, and with the aid of 
, the servant, lit up his mill, whose wide and 
ront now glared one great illumination, throw-* 
sufficient light on the yard to obviate all fear 
fusion arising from obscurity. Already a deep 
Df voices became audible : Mr. Malone had at 
I issued from the counting-house, previously 
r the precaution to dip his head and face in the 
water-jar, and this precaution, together with 
idden alarm, had nearly restored to him the 
ision of those senses which the punch had 
Uy scattered. He stood with his hat on the 
of his head, and his shillelagh grasped in his 
p fist, answering much at random the questions 
e newly-arrived party from the Redhouse. 
floore now appeared, and was immediately con- 
id by the shovel hat and the shaggy pony, 
VeHy Moore, what is your business with us ? I 
ht you would want us to-night, me and th^ 
LU here (patting his pony's neck), and Tom and 
arger. When I heard your mill-bell, I could 
ill no longer, so I left Boultby to finish his 
r alone : but where is the enemy ? I do not 
mask or a smutted face present; and there is 



Digitized byCjOOQlC 



THE WAGGONS. 45 

not ft pane of glass broken in your windows- Have 
you had an attack^ or do you expect one?" 

" Oh, not at all ! I have neither had one nor 
-expect one/' answered Moore, coolly. *^ I only 
ordered the bell to be rung because I want two or 
three neighbours to stay here in the Hollow, while 
I and a couple or so more go over to Stilbro' Moor." 

« To Stilbro' Moor I What to do ? To meet the 
waggons?" 

" The waggons are come home an hour ago." 

*^ Then all 's right. What more would you have ?" 

** They came home empty, and Joe Scott and 
Company are left on the moor, and so are the frames. 
Kead that scrawL" 

Mr. Helstone received and perused the document 
of which the contents have before been given. 

** Hum 1 They 've only served you as they serve 
others. But, however, the poor fellows in the ditch 
will be expecting help with some impatience : this is 
a wet night for such a berth : I and Tom will go 
with you ; Malone may stay behind and take care of 
the mill : what is the matter with him ? His eyes 
seem starting out of his head." 

" He has been eating a mutton-chop." 

** Indeed 1 Peter Augustus, be on your guard. 
Eat no more mutton-chops to-night. You. are left 
here in command of these premises; an honourable 
post!" 

*^ Is anybody to stay with me ?" 

" As many of the present assemblage as choose. 
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ow many of you will remain here, 
my will go a little way with me and 
)n the Stilbro -road, to meet some men 
een waylaid and assaulted by frames 

1 number of three volunteered to go ; 
ferred staying behind. As Mr. Moore 
horse, the rector asked him in a low 
er he had locked up the mutton-chops, 
r Augustus could not get at them ? The 
r nodded an affirmative, and the rescue- 
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CHAPTER in. 

MB. YOBKE. 

Cheebfulhess^ it would appear^ is a matter whic 
depends fully as much on the state of things withi 
as on the state of things without and around us. 
make this trite remark^ because I happen to kno 
that Messrs. Helstone and Moore trotted forth firo 
the mill-yard gates, at the head of their very smt 
company^ in the best possible spirits. When a n 
from a lantern (the three pedestrians of the pan 
carried each one) feU on Mr. Moore's face, you cou 
see an unusual, because a lively, spark dancing 
his eyes, and a new-found vivacity mantling on t 
dark physiognomy; and when the rector's visage w 
illiuninated, his hard features were revealed all agr 
and ashine with glee. Yet a drizzling night, a som 
what perilous expedition, you would think, were n 
circumstances calculated to enliven those exposed 
the wet, and engaged in the adventure. If ai 
member or members of the crew who had been 
work on Stilbro' Moor had caught a view of tl 
party, they would have had great pleasure in shoe 
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ither of the leaders from behind a wall : and the 
Ts knew this, and, the fact is, being both men 
;eelly nerves and steady-beating hearts, were 
with the knowledge. 

im aware, reader, and you need not remind me, 
it is a dreadful thing for a parson to be warlike : 
aware that he should be a man of peace : I have 
faint outline of an idea of what a clergyman's 
on is amongst mankind, and I remember dis- 
[y whose servant he is, whose message he 
ers, whose example he should follow ; yet, with 
lis, if you are a parson-hater, you need not 
it me to go along with you every step of your 
d, downward-tending, unchristian road; you 
not expect me to join in your deep anathemas5 
ce so narrow and so sweeping — in your poison- 
•ancour, so intense and so absurd, against " the 
; " to lift up my eyes and hands with a Supple- 
b, or to inflate my lungs with a Barraclough, in 
r and denunciation of the diabolical rector of 
field. 

\ was not diabolical at alL The evil simply 
-he had missed his vocation: he should have 
a soldier, and circumstances had made him a 
;. For the rest, he was a conscientious, hard- 
5d, hard-handed, brave, stem, implacable, faith- 
Ittle man : a man almost without sympathy, 
itle, prejudiced, and rigid ; but a man true to 
iple, — honourable, sagacious, and sincere. It 
J to me, reader, that you cannot always cut out 
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men to fit their profession^ and that you ought not to 
curse them because that profesrion sometimes hangs 
on them ungracefully — ^nor will I curse Hektone^ 
clerical Cossack as he was. Yet he was cursed, and 
by many of his own parishioners, as by others he 
was adored, which is the frequent &te of men who 
show partiality in friendship, and bitterness in 
enmity ; who are equally attached to principles and 
adherent to prejudices. 

Helstone and Moore, being both in excellent 
spirits, and united for the present in one cause, you 
would expect that, as they rode side by side, they 
would converse amicably. Oh, no! These 4wo 
men, of hard bilious natures both, rarely came into 
contact but they chafed each other's moods: theiit 
frequent bone of contention was the war. Helstone 
was a high Tory (there were Tories in those days) 
and Moore was a bitter Whig — sk Whig, at least, as 
far as opposition to the war-party was concerned, 
that being the question which affected his own 
interest; and only on that question did he profess 
any British politics at all. He liked to infuriate 
Helstone by declaring his belief in the invincibility 
of Bonaparte ; by taunting England and Europe 
wi& the impotence of their efforts to withstand 
him; and by cocdly advancing the opinion that it 
was as well to yield to him soon aa late, since he 
must in the end crush every antagonist, and reign 
supreme. 

Helstone could not bear these sentiments : it was 

VOL. I. E 
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:he consideration of Moore being a sort of 
ind alien^ and having but half measure of 
)lood to temper the foreign gall which 
his veins> that he brought himself to listen 
vithout indulging the wish he felt to cane 
:er. Another things too, somewhat allayed 
3t ; namely, a feUow-feeling for the dogged 
I which these opinions were asserted, and a 
)r the consistency of Moore's crabbed con- 

5 party turned into the Stilbro' road, they 

i little wind there was ; the rain dashed in 

8. Moore had been fretting his companion 

y, and now, braced up by the raw breeze, 

3tps irritated by the sharp drizzle, he began 

im. 

I your Peninsular news please you still?" he 

tt do you mean?" was the surly demand of 
ar* 

Ban have you still faith in that Baal of a 
jllington?" 

what do you mean now ?" 
yon still believe that this wooden-faced and 
carted idol of England has power to send 
n from heaven to consume the French 
; you want to offer up?" 
lieve Wellington wiU flog Bonaparte's mar- 
) the sea, the day it pleases him to lift his 
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" But, my dear sir, you can't be serious in what 
you say. Bonaparte's marshals are great men, who 
act under the guidance of an omnipotent master- 
spirit: your Wellington is the most humdrum of 
common-place martinets, whose slow mechanical 
movements are further cramped by an ignorant 
home-government." 

*^ Wellington is the soul of England. Wellington 
is the right ^champion of a good cause ; the fit repre- 
sentative of a powerful, a resolute, a sensible, and an 
honest nation." 

** Your good cause, as far as I understand it, is 
simply the restoration of that filthy, feeble Ferdinand, 
to a throne which he disgraced : your fit representa- 
tive of an honest people is a dull-witted drover, act* 
ing for a dullei^witted farmer; and against these 
are arrayed victorious supremacy and invincible 
genius." 

*^ Against legitimacy is arrayed usurpation: against 
modest, single-minded, righteous, and brave resis- 
tance to encroachment, is arrayed boastful, double- 
tongued, selfish, and treacherous ambition to possess. 
God defend the right!" 

*^ God often defends the powerful." 

** What ! I suppose the handful of Israelites stand- 
ing dry-shod on the Asiatic side of the Red Sea, 
was more powerful than the host of the Egyptians 
drawn up on the African side? Were they more 
numerous? Were they better appointed? Were 
they more mighty, in a word — eh? Don't speak, 

E 2 



Digitized 



by Goo 



glej* 




52 SHIRLEY. 

or you'll tell a lie, Moore; you know you will. 
They were a poor over-wrought band of bondsmen. 
Tyrants had oppressed them through four hundred 
years; a feeble mixture of women and children 
diluted their thin ranks ; their masters, who roared to 
follow them through the divided flood, were a set of 
pampered Ethiops, about as strong and brutal as 
the lions of Lybia. They were armed, horsed, and 
charioted, the poor Hebrew wanderers were a-foot ; 
few of them, it is likely, had better weapons than 
their shepherds' crooks, or their masons' building- 
tools ; their meek and mighty leader himself had only 
his rod. But bethink you, Bobert Moore, right was 
with them ; the Gkd of battles was on their side ; crime 
and the lost ardiangel generalled the ranks of Pharaoh, 
and which triumphed ? We know that well : * The 
Lord saved Israel that day out of the hand of the 
Egyptians, and Israel saw the Egyptians dead upon 
the sea-shore ;' yea, * the depths covered them, they 
sank to the bottom as a stone.' The right hand of 
the Lord became glorious in power; the right hand 
of the Lord dashed in pieces the enemy !^ 

*^ You are all right, only you forget the true ' 
parallel. France is Israel, and Napoleon is Moses. 
Europe, with her old oveivgoiged empires and rot- 
ten dynasties is corrupt Egypt; gallant France is 
the Twelve Tribes, and her fresh and vigoioos 
Usurper the Shepherd erf Horeb." 

** I scorn to answer you." 

Moore accordingly answered hunself, at least he 
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subjoined to what lie had just said an additional 
obeerYation in a lower yoice. 

'^Oh^ in Italy he was as great as any MosesI 
He was the right thing there^ fit to head and orga- 
nize measures for the regeneration of nations. It 
puzzles me to this day how the conqueror of Lodi 
should have condescended to become an emperor^ a 
Tulgajv & stupid humbug ; and still more how a peo- 
ple, who had once called themselves republicans, 
should have sunk again to the grade of mere slaves. 
I despise France I If England had gone as far on 
the march of civilization as France did, she would 
hardly have retreated so shamelessly.'* 

" You don't mean to say that besotted imperial 
France is any worse than bloody republican France ?" 
demanded Helstone, fiercely. 

^^ I mean to say nothing, but I can think what 
I please, you know, Mr. Helstone, both about 
France and England, and about revolutions, and 
regiddes, and restorations in general ; and about the 
divine right of kings, which you often stickle for in 
your sermons, and the duty of non-resistance, and 
the sanity of war, and " 

Mr. Moore's sentence was here cut short by the 
rapid rolling up of a gig, and its sudden stoppage in 
the nuddle of the road ; both he and the Hector had 
been too much occupied with their discourse to 
notice its approach till it was close upon them. 

"Nah, maister, did th' waggons hit home?" de* 
manded a voice from the vehicle. 
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n that be Joe Scott?" 

^y ay!" returned another voice, for the gig 
ed two persons, as was seen by the glimmer 
lamp- — the men with the lanterns had now 
nto the rear, or rather the equestrians of the 
party had outridden the pedestrians, *^ Ay, 
oore, it's Joe Scott. I'm bringing him back 

in a bonny pickle ; I fand him on the top of 
or yonder, him and three others. What will 
e me for restoring him to you?" 
Iiy, my thanks, I believe ; for I could better 
Forded to lose a better man. That is you, I 
J, Mr. Yorke, by your voice ? " 
, lad, it's me. I was coming home from 
* market, and just as I got to the middle 
moor, and was whipping on as swift as the 
or these, they say, are not safe times, thanks 
ad government !) I heard a groan. I pulled 
ne would have whipt on faster; but I've 

to fear, that I know of. I don't believe 

a lad in these parts would harm me, at 
d give them as good as I got if they offered 
. I said, ^Is there aught wrong anywhere?' 
ed is there,' somebody says, speaking out of 
)und, like. * What's to do? be sharp, and 
1,' I ordered. — "Nobbut four on us ligging 
bch,' says Joe, as quiet as could be. I tell'd 
>re shame to 'em, and bid them get up and 
n, or I'd lend them a lick of the gig-whip; 

notion was, they were aU fresh. — *We'd 
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Iia' done that an hour sin'; but we're teed wi' a 
bit o' band,' says Joe. So in a while I got dowii 
and loosed 'em wi' my penknife; and Scott would 
ride wi' me, to tell me all how it happened; and 
t' others are coming on as fast as their feet will bring 
them." 

" Well, I am greatly obliged to you, Mr. Yorke." . 

" Are you, my lad ? you know you 're not. How- 
ever, here are the rest approaching. And here, by 
the Lord I is another set with lights in their 
pitchers, like the army of Gideon; and as we 've th* 
parson wi' us, — ^good-evening, Mr. Helstone, — ^we'se 
do." 

Mr, Helstone returned the salutation of the in- 
dividual in the gig very stiffly indeed. That indi- 
vidual proceeded : — 

"We're eleven strong men, and there's both 
horses and chariots amang us. If we could only fall 
in wi' some of these starved ragamuffins of frame 
breakers, we could win a grand victory ; we could 
iv'ry one be a Wellington, — that would please ye, 
Mr. Helstone; and sich paragraphs as we could 
contrive for t' papers! Briarfield suld be famous; 
but we'se hev a column and a half i' th' SHlbro* 
Courier ower this job, as it is, I daresay : I'se expect 
no less." 

" And I 'U promise you no less, Mr. Yorke, for 
111 write the article myself," returned the Rector, 

"To be siu'e! sartainly! And mind ye recom- 
mend weel that them 'at brake t' bits o' frames, and 
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Jcott's legs wi' band, suld be hung wiihoa 
clergy. It 's a hanging matter^ or suld be 
)' that." 

udged them, I'd giye them short shrift! 
re; ''but I mean to let them quite aIon< 

to give them rope enough, certain that ii 
ley will hang themselves." 
hem alone, will ye, Moore? Do yoi 
lat?" 

se? No. All I mean to say is, I shal 
If no particular trouble to catch them ; bu 

\ in my way ^ 

1 snap him up, of course : only you woul< 
y would do something worse than merel; 
;gon before you reckon with them. Well 
no more on the subject at present. Her 
my door, gentlemen, and I hope you an( 
nil step in : you will none of you be th< 
, little refreshment." 

and Helstone opposed this proposition a 
ry; it was, however, pressed on them b 
y, and the night, besides, was so inclement 
eam from the muslin-curtained windows o 

before which they had halted, looked » 
hat at length they yielded. Mr. Yorke 
Qg alighted from his gig, which he left ii 
a man who issued from an outbuilding oi 
, led the way in. 

lave been remarked that Mr. Yorke variec 
L his phraseology; now he spoke broa( 
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?5 and anon he expressed himself in very 
;lish. His manner seemed liable to eqxud 
US ; he could be polite and aiSable, and he 

blunt and rough. His station then you 
t easily determine by his speech or de- 
; perhaps the appearance of his residence 
3e it. 

len, he reconnnended to take the kitchen 
ing that he would ^^see them served wi* 
to taste presently." The gentlemen were 
a at the front entrance. They found them* 

a matted hall, lined ahnost to the ceiling 
ores; through this they were conducted to 
parlour, with a magnificent fire in the grate; 

cheerful of rooms it appeared as a whole^ 
L you came to examine details, the enliven* 

was not diminished. There was no splen- 
t there was taste everywhere, — unusual 
le taste, you would have said, of a travelled 
holar, and a gentleman. A series of Italian 
ked the walls ; each of these was a specimen 
jrt ; a connoisseur had selected them : they 
Luine and valuable. Even by candlelight, 
Lt, clear skies, the soft distances, with blue 
ring betw)»,^ the eye and the hills, the fresh 

well mass^ lights and shadows charmed 

The subjects were all pastoral, the scenes 

lunny. There was a guitar and some music 

i ; there were cameos, beautiful miniatures, 

Grecian-looking vases on the mantelpiece ; 
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rere books well arranged in two elegant book- 

Yorke bade his guests be seated; he then 
or wine; to the servant who brought it he 
Lospitable orders for the refreshment of the 

the kitchen. The Eector remained standing; 
□aed not to like his quarters; he would not 
;he wine his host offered him* 
3n as you will," remarked Mr. Yorke. *^I 

you're thinking of Eastern customs, Mr. 
DC, and you'll not eat nor drink under my 
sared we suld be forced to be friends ; but I 'm 

particular or superstitious. You might sup 
itents of that decanter, and you might give me: 
e of the best in your own cellar, and I 'd hold 

free to oppose you at every turn still, — ^iu 
restry-meeting and justice-meeting where we 
Ltered one another." 

is just what I should expect of you, Mr. 

>es it agree wi' ye now, Mr. Helstohe, to be 
out after rioters, of a wet night, at your age?" 
always agrees with me to be doing my duty, 
this case my duty i^ a thorough pleasure, 
Qt down vermin is a noble occupation, — ^fit for 
jhbishop." 

t for ye, at ony rate ; but where 's t' curate ? 
lappen gone to visit some poor body in a sick 
r he 's happen hunting down vermin in another 
3n. 
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^^ He Is doing garrison duty at HoUow's-mill.'* 

*^ You left him a sup o' wine, I hope. Bob (turning 
to Mr. Moore), to keep his courage up ?'* 

He did not pause for an answer, but continued, 
quickly, still addressing Moore, who had thrown 
himself into an old-fashioned chair by the fireside,-^ 
^^Move it, Robert I Get up, my lad! That place 
is mine. Take the sofa, or three other chairs, if you 
will, but not this ; it belangs to me, and nob'dy else." 

"Why are you so particular to that chair, Mr. 
Yorke?" asked Moore, lazily vacating the place, in 
obedience to orders. 

" My father* war afore me, and that 's all t' answer 
I sail gie thee ; and it 's as good a reason as Mr« 
Helstone can give for the main feck o' his notions." 

*^ Moore, are you ready to go?" inquired the 
Rector. 

*^ Nay ; Robert 's not ready ; or rather, I 'm not 
ready to part wi' him: he's an ill lad, and wants 
Oorrecting." 

« Why, sir ? What have I done ? " 

** Made thyself enemies on every hand." 

** What do I care for that ? What difference does 
it make to me whether your Yorkshire louts hate me 
or like me?" 

" Ay, there it is. The lad is a mak' of an alien 
amang us ; his father would never have talked i' that 
way. Go back to Antwerp, where you were bom 
and bred, mauvaise tete !" 

** Mauvaise tete vous-mfime ; je ne fais que mon 
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mt h vos lonrdauds de paysans^ je m'en 

anche^ mon gar^on^ nos lonrdauds de pay- 
>queroiit de toi ; sois en certain," replied 
ildng with nearly as pure a French accent 
VIoore. 

•on! c'est bon! Et pnisque cela m'est 
les amis ne s'en inqni^tent pas." 
is I Oii sont-ils, tes amis ?" 
^cho, oAsont-ils ? et je sui^ fort aise que 
y repond. Au diable les amis! Je me 
core du moment oii mon p^ et mes oncLdB 
dl^reht autour d'eux leurs^amis, et Dieu 
Etmis se sont empresses d'accourir k leur 
Tenez, M, Yorke, ce mot, ami, mlrrite 
*en parlez plus." 
J tu voudras." 

) Mr. Yorke held his peace ; and while he 
5 back in his three-cornered, carved oak 
11 snatch my opportunity to sketch the 
this French-speaking Yorkshire gentle- 
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CHAPTER III. 

MR. YORKE (continued). 

IE gentleman he was par excellence, in 
About fifty-five years old, but looking at 
ill older, for his hair was silver white, 
was broad^ not high; his &ce fresh and 
urshness of the north was seen in his 
k was heard in his voice ; every trait was 
Inglish, not a Norman line anywhere ; it 
igant, undassic, unaristocratic mould of 
3 people would perhaps have called it 
ible people would have termed it charac- 
wd people would have delighted in it for 
acity, intelligence — the rude, yet real 
urked in every lineament, latent in every 
k it was an indocile, a scomM, and a 
; the &ce of a man difficult to lead, and 
drive. His stature was rather tall, and 
[HDoiade and wiry, and had a stately 
port ; there was not a suspicion of the 
him anywhere, 
ind it easy to sketch Mr. Yorke's person. 
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Dre diflScult to indicate his mind. If you 
)e treated to a Perfection^ reader, or even 
Jent, philanthropic old gwtleman in him, 
staken. He has spoken with some sense, 
)me good feeling, to Mr. Moore, but you 
lence to conclude that he always spoke 
it justly and kindly. 

•ke, in the first place, was without the 
sneration — a great want, and which throws 
)ng on every point where veneration is 
Secondly, he was without the organ of 
1 — a deficiency which strips a man of 

and, thirdly, he had too little of the 

>enevolence and Ideality, which took the 

softness from his nature, and for him 

those divine qualities throughout the 

it of veneration made him intolerant to 
e him: kings and nobles and priests, 
md parliaments and establishments, with 
Ings, most of their enactments, their formSj 
, their claims, were to him an abomination 
ih ; he found no use or pleasure in them, 
jd it would be clear gain, and no damage 
d, if its high places were razed, and their 
crushed in the fall. The want of venera- 
nade him dead at heart to the electric 
dmiring what is admirable; it dried up a 
ure sources of enjoyment ; it withered a 
Lvid pleasures. He* was not irreligious. 
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though a member of no sect, but his religion could 
not be that of one who knows how to venerate. He 
believed in God^and heaven, but his God and heaven 
were those of a man in whom awe, imagination, and 
tenderness lack. 

The weakness of his powers of comparison made 
him inconsistenj; ; while he professed some excellent 
general doctrines of mutual toleration and forbear- 
ance, he cherished towards certain classes a bigoted 
antipathy : he spoke .of " parsons " and all who 
belonged to parsons, of ** lords " and the appendages 
of lords, with a harshness, sometimes an insolence, as 
unjust as it was insufferable. He could not place 
himself in the position of those he vituperated ; he 
could not compare their errors with their temptations, 
their defects with their disadvantages ; he could not 
realize the effect of such and such circiunstances on 
himself similarly situated, and he would often express 
the most ferocious and tyrannical wishes regarding 
those who had acted, as he thought, ferociously and 
tyrannically. To judge by his threats, he would 
have employed arbitrary, even cruel, means to advance 
the cause of freedom and equality. Equality — ^yes, 
Mr. Yorke talked about equality, but at heart he was 
a proud man ; very friendly to his workpeople, very 
good to all who were beneath him, and submitted 
quietly to be beneath him, but haughty as Beelzebub 
to whomsoever the world deemed (for he deemed no 
man) his superior. Revolt was in his blood; he 
could not bear control; his father, his grandfather 
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before bim5 could not bear it, and his childr 
him never could. 

The want of general benevolence made h 
impatient of imbecility, and of all fenilts whid 
on his strong, shrewd nature : it left no chec 
cutting sarcasm. As he was not merciful, h 
8(Hnetimes wound and wound again, widiout 
how much he hurt, or caring how deep he th 

As to the paucity of ideality in his mind, 
scarcely be called a fsLvli: a fine ear for i 
correct eye for colour and form, left him the 
(d taste, and who cares for ima^nation ? TV 
not think it a rather dangerous, senseless att 
akin to weakness — ^perhaps partaking of fi: 
disease rather than a gift of the mind ? 

Prdbably all think it so, but those who p 
or &ncy they possess — ^it. To hear them spe 
would believe that their hearts would be cold 
elixir did not flow about them ; that their ey( 
be dim if that flame did not refine their visic 
they would be lonely if this strange compani< 
doned them. You would suppose that it i 
some glad hope to ^ring, some fine charm to i 
some tranquil joy to autumn, some cbnsol 
winter, which you do not feeL All illu 
course ; but the fanatics cling to their dre 
would not give it for gold. 

As Mr. Yorke did not possess poetic ima 
himself, he considered it a most superfluous 
in others. Painters and muddans he could 
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and even encourage^ because he could relish the 
results ^ their art ; he. could see the charm of a fine 
picture, and feel the pleasure of good music ; but a 
qiiiet poet — ^whatever force struggled, whatever fire 
glowed, in his breast — if he could not have played 
the man in the counting-house, or the tradesman in 
the Piece Hall, might have lived despised, and died 
scorned, under the eyes of Hiram Yorke. 

And as there are many Hiram Yorkes in the 
world, it is well that the true poet, quiet externally 
though he may be, has often a truculent spirit under 
his placidity, and is full of shrewdness in his meek- 
ness, and can measure the whole stature of those who 
look down on him, and correctly ascertain the weight 
and value of the pursuits they disdain him for not 
having followed. It is happy that he can have his 
own bliss, his own society with his great friend and 
goddess. Nature, quite independent of those who 
find little pleasure in him, and in whom he finds no 
pleasure at alL It is just, that while the world and 
circumstances often turn a dark, cold side to him — 
and properly, too, because he first turns a dark^ 
cold, careless side to them — he should be able to 
maintain a festal brightness and cherishing glow in 
his bosom, which makes all bright and genial for him, 
while strangers, perhaps, deem his existence a Polar 
winter never gladdened by a sun. The true poet is 
not one whit to be pitied, and he is apt to laugh in 
his sleeve, when any misguided sympathizer whines 
over his wrongs. Even when utilitarians sit in 

VOL. I. p 
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on him^ and pronouHce Tittti and his art 
le hjeaxs the sentence with sucb a IcLaaei 
such a broad, deepj^ comprehensive^ and 

contempt of the unhappy- Pharisees who 
3 it^ that he is rather to be chidden ijiaii 
with. These, however, are not Mr. Yorke's 
3, and it is with Mr. Torke we have at 
) do. 

told you some of his faicdts, reader;, as to his 
ts, he was one of the most honourable and 
len in Yorkshire ; even tJsose who disliked 
5 jforced to respect him. He was much 
y the poor, because he was thoroughly kh^ 
fatherly to them. To his workmen he was 
be and cordial: when he dismissed them 
ccupation^ he would try to set them on to 
r eke ; or, if that was impossible, help them 
e with their ^milies to a district whei^e 
fht possibly be had. It must also be re- 
iat if, as sometimes chanced, any individual 
his " hands" showed signs of insubordina- 
ke — who, like many wha abhor being con- 
new how to control with vigour — ^had the 

crushing rebellion in tiie germ, of eradi«- 

like a bad weed, so that it never spread or 
I within the ^here of his authority. Such 

happy state of his own afl^rs, he felt him*- 
berty to speak with the utmost severity of 
) were diflfercntly situatedi, to ascribe what- 
unpleasant in their position entirely to their 
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own fault, to sever Imofielf from the masters, aod 
advocate freely the cause of the operatives. 

Mr. Yorke's &mily waa the first and oldest in the 
district ; and he, thovgh not the wealthiest, was one 
of the most influential men. His education had been 
good ; in his youth, before the French, devolution, 
he had travelled on the continent : he was an adept 
in the French and Italian languages. During a two 
years' sojourn in Italy^ he had collected many good 
paintings and tasteful rarities, with which his resi- 
dence was now adorned.. Hia Tnaniters, when he 
liked, were those of a finished gentleman of the old 
school; his conversation, when he was disposed to 
please, was singularly interesting and original ; and 
if he usually expressed himself in the Yorhshird 
dialect, it was because he chose to do so, preferrii^ 
his native Doric to a more refined vocabulary. ^^A 
Yorkshire burr," he affirmed, ^^ was sm mudbi better 
than a Cockney's lisp, as a buIFs beUow than a 
ration's squeak." 

Mr. Yorke knew every one,, and waa known by 
every one for miles round,, yet his intimate acqiudn- 
tance were very few. Himself thoroughly original 
he had no taste for what was ordinary ; a racy, rough 
character, high or low,, ever found aeceptance with 
him; a refined, insipid personage, however exalted 
in station, was his aversion. He would spend an 
hour any time in talking freely with a shrewd work- 
man of his own, or with some queer, sagacious old 
woman amongst his cottagers, when he would have 

r 2 
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ged a moment to a commonplace fine gentlem 
► the most fashionable and elegant, if frivolc 
His preferences on these points he carriec 
ixtreme, forgetting that there may be amia 
even ' admirable characters amongst those ^ 
ot be original. Yet he made exceptions to 
rule ; there was a certain order of mind, ph 
Quous, neglecting refinement, almost devoid 
lectuality, and quite incapable of appreciat 
k was intellectual in him ; but which, at the sa 
, never felt ^sgust at his rudeness, was 
Y wounded by his sarcasm, did not closely a 

his sayings, doings, or opinions ; with which 
peculiarly at ease, and, consequently, which 
liarly preferred. He was lord amongst si 
acters. They, while submitting implicitly to 
ence, never acknowledged, because they ne 
cted on, his superiority ; they were quite tn 
» therefore, without running the smallest dan 
eing servile ; and their unthinking, easy, art 
asibility was as acceptable, because as conveni 
li* Yorke, as that of the chair he sat on, or of 

he trod. 

i will have been observed that he was not qi 
)rdial with Mr. Moore; he had two or tl 
ons for entertaining a faint partiality to 1 
leman. It may sound odd, but the first of tl 

that Moore spoke English with a foreign, 
ach with a perfectly pure accent ; and that 
:, thin face, with its fine though rather was 
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lines, had a most anti- British and anti-"! 
look. These points seem frivolous, unlikelj 
ence a character like Yorke's ; but, the fac 
recalled old, perhaps pleasurable associatic 
brought back his travelling, his youthful d 
had seen> amidst Italian cities and scenes, 
Moore's ; he had heard, in Parisian c 
theatres, voices like his; he was young 1 
when he looked at, and listened to the 
geemed young again. 

Secondly, he had known Moore's father, 
had dealings with him ; that was a more su 
though by no means a more agreeable tic 
his firm had been connected with Moore's 
ness, it had also, in some measure, been ii 
in its losses. 

Thirdly, he had found Kobert himself a a 
of business. He saw reason to anticipate 
would in the end„ by one means or anotl 
money, and he respected both his resolu 
acuteness, perhaps, also, his hardness, 
circinnstance which drew them together wa 
Mr. Yorke being one of the guardians of t 
on whose estate HoUow's-mill was situatec 
quently Moore, in the course of his alterai 
improvements, had frequent occasion to 
him. 

As to the other guest now present in Mr 
parlour,, Mr. Helstone, between him and 
there existed a double antipathy; the ani 
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e and that of circumstances. The free-thinker 
the formalist ; tihie lover <rf liberty detested the 
>linartan; besides, it was «aad that in Ibrm^ 
, they had been rival suitors of the same 

'. Yorke, as a general rule, was, when young, 
(or his preference of sprightly and dashing 
5n : a showy dbape and air, a lively wit, a ready 
te, chiefly eeemed to attract him. He never, 
7er, proposed to any of these brilliant belles, 
5 society he sought, and all at once he seribusly 
L love wilii, and eagerly wooed a girl who pre- 
i a complete contrast to those he had hitherto 
id : a girl with the face of a Madonna ; a girl 
^ing marble; etillness personified. No n 
when he spoke to her, she only answerec 
>nosyllables ; no matter that his sighs se 
ird, that his glances were unretumed, thi 
responded to his opinions, rarely emileid 
paid him no respect and no attention 
sr that she seemed the opposite of every 
ine he had ever, in his whole life, been k 
mire ; for him Mary Cave was perfect, be 
low, for scane reason — no doubt he had a r 
loved her. 

; Helstone, at that time curate <^ Bria^ 
Mary too; or, at any rate, he fancied 
*al others admired her, for she was beauti 
numental angel; but the cleigyman was 
I for his office'^ sake ; that office probab 
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Testing him with some of the illusion necessary to 
uikaxe to the ooiocHxiission of matrimony, and whidi 
Miss Cave did not find in any of the young wool- 
stajders, her other adorers. Mr. Helstone neither 
had, nor professed to have Mr. Yorke's absorbing 
pas^m for her; he ihad none of the humble n^ve- 
T&Kte which seemed to fflibdne most of her suitors ; 
he saw her more as she really was than the rest did, 
he was, ccmsequently, more master of her and him- 
self She aco^ted him at the first offer, and they 
w^^e manied. 

Nature never intended Mr. Helstone to make a 
v«ry good husbaad, espedaUy to a quiet wife. He 
tiiought, so long as a woman was silent, nothing 
ailed her, and she wanted nothing. If she did not 
oomplain of Bolitude^ solitude, however continued, 
oould not he irksome to her. If she did not talk 
and put herself forward, •express a partiality for this, 
sax aveiBiom to that, she had no partialities or 
aversions, and it w^as usdess to oonsult her tastes* 
He made no pretenoe of comprehending women, car 
oompaasng them with men: they were a d^erenl^ 
probaMy a very inferior order <rf existence ; a wife 
oouM iK)t be her husband's companion, much less his. 
ocHifidant, mudi less his stay. J3ds wife, after a year 
cs* two, was of no great importance to him in any 
shape ; and when she one day, as he thought, sud« 
cbnly — ^for he had scarcely noticed her decline — but 
as others thought gradually, took her leave of hinn 
and of life, and there was ooly a still beautifujt-: 
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featured mould of clay left, cold and wMte, in 
;al couch, he felt his bereavement — ^who s 
w little ? Yet, perhaps, more than he seei 

it, for he was not a man from whom g 
wnmg tears. 

dry-eyed and sober mourning scandalizec 
lusekeeper, and likewise a female attend 
id waited upon Mrs. Helstone in her sickB 
bo, perhaps, had had opportunities of lean 
of the deceased lady's nature, of her capa 
eling and loving, than her husband kn< 
gossiped together over the corpse, reU 
ites, with embellishments of her lingei 
I, and its real or supposed cause; in sh 
worked each other up to some indignai 
: the austere little man who sat examir 

in an adjoining room, imconscious of vi 
rium he was the object. 
. Helstone was hardly under the sod w 
rs began to be rife in the neighbourhood 1 
id died of a broken heart ; these magni 
f into reports of hard usage, and, finally, 
' harsh treatment on the part of her husba 
I grossly untrue, but not the less eag^ 
id on that account. Mr. Yorke heard thi 

believed them. Already, of course, he '. 
sndly feeling to his successful rival; thoi 
' a married man now, and united to a woi 
lemed a complete contrast to Mary Cave 
pects, he could not forget the great dis 
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)omtment of his life, and when he heard tha 
v^ould have been 80 precious to him had be 
fleeted, perhaps abused by another, he concer 
hat other a rooted and bitter animosity. 

Of the nature and strength of this animosit 
Elelstone was but half aware : he neither kne 
Quch Yprke had loved Mary Cave, what 1 
elt on losing her, nor was he conscious < 
^umnies concerning his treatment of her, fi 
o every ear in the neighbourhood but his own 
)elieved political and religious differences 
eparated him and Mr. Yorke ; had he know 
lie case really stood, he would hardly have 
nduced by any persuasion to cross his former 
hreshold. 



Mr. Yorke did not resume his lecture of ] 
MEoore ; the conversation ere long recommence 
aore general form, though still in a somewhi 
mtative tone. The unquiet state of the co 
he various depredations lately committed oi 
>roperty in the district, supplied abundant : 
or disagreement, especially as each of the 
jentlemen present differed more or less in his 
m these subjects, Mr. Helstone thought th( 
;er8 aggrieved, the workpeople unreasonabl 
condemned sweepingly the wide-spread spi 
lisaffection against constituted authorities, the 
ng indisposition to bear with patience ev 
•egarded as inevitable : the cures he prescribe( 
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^suBeiit interference, strict magisterial 
ben necessary, prompt .military coa:ciora« 
d widbed to know wlietlker this inter- 
kinoe, and coerciixa would feed those 
angry, give wcoik to those wiio waiited 
Lom no man wonld hire : 1^ Acouted the 
ta^ evils; he said puJb£c patience warn 
viiose back tiie last jubom that coidd be 
ready been laid, and tiiat resistaaice was 
: the wide-spread sprit of disafiection 
tatuted authorities, he r^arded as the 
ing sign of the times; the miagters, he 
are truly aggrieved, but their main 
lad been heaped on them by a *^cor- 
ttd bloody " government (these were Mk 
lets). Madmen like Pitt, demons like 

mischievoiiB idiots liks Perceval were 
the enrses of the c<mntry, Ae destroyeis 
. It was their in&toated peiseveranoe 
ifiable, a hopeless, a ruinous war which 

the nation to its present pass. It was 
rously oppressive taxation, it was the 
)rdOTs in Gooncii" — ^the originators of 
ved impeachment -and liie scaffold, if 
m^i did — ^&sA hung a mili-stone about 

K3k. 

lere was the use of talking?^ he de- 
i¥liat <jiance was there <£ reason being 
md that was king-^dden, priesfe^iddei], 
— nrheve a lunatic was the n<3miaa] 
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Lonarckf an unprincipled jdebandiee the real ruler; 
here such an insult to common aei^e as hereditary 
^isktors wafi tdlerated — where such a humbug ae a 
eneh of bishops — such an airogant abuse as a pam- 
ered, persecuting establidied Church was endured 
nd Yeneribted — ^where a standing aimy was mainr 
Bsed^ and a host of laey parsons and their pauper 
imilies were kept on the fat of ike land ?^ 

Mr. Hebtone, risii^ up and putting on his shovel* 
at, ^observed in reply, " That in the ocHirse of his 
£e he had met with two or three instances wi^re 
entiments q£ this sort had been very ba^vdy main- 
uaed BO long as health, strength, and worldly pro- 
perity had been the alHes of him who professed 
hem; but there came a timpe," he said, ^^ to all men^ 
-when the keepers of the house should tremble; 
rhen ihsj should be a&aid of that which is high, 
nd fear should be in the way ;' and that time was 
be test of the advocate of anarchy and rebeUion, 
be enemy of religixHi and order. Ere now,'* he 
ffiimed, he had beai called upon to read ^ those 
amyners our Church has provided &r the ski, by the 
liserable dying-bed of one of her most rancorcms 
^e& ; i^ had seen such a one fitricken with remorse, 
DHcitous to discover a place for repentance, and 
nable to find any, thcHigh he sought it carefiilly 
rith tears. He must forewarn Mr. Yorke, that 
lasphemy against God and the king was a deadly 
in^ and that there was such a thing as ^judgment to 
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:ke *^ believed fully that there was such a 
dgment to come. If it were otherwise, it 
lifficult to imagine how all the scoundrels 
ed triumphant in this world, who broke 
dearts with impunity, abused unmerited 

were a scandal to honourable callings, 
read out of the mouths of the poor, brow- 
liumble, and truckled meanly to the rich 
1 — were to be properly paid off, in such 
ey had earned. But," he added, " when- 
ot low-spirited about such like goings-on^ 
seeming success in this mucky lump of a 
just reached down t' owd book (pointing 
Bible in the bookcase), opened it like at a 
id he was sure to light of a verse blazing 
brimstone low that set all straight. He 
i said, "where some folk war bound for, 
3el as if an angel, wi' great white wings, 
in ower t' door-stone and told him." 

said Mr. Helstone, collecting all his 
" Sir — ^the great knowledge of man is to 
self, and the bourne whither his own steps 

ay! you'll recollect, Mr. Helstone, that 

was carried away from the very gates of 

ome through the air, and thrust in at a 

the side of the hill which led down to 

have I forgotten, Mr. Yorke, that Vain- 
e, not seeing the way before him, fell into 
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a deep pit, which was on purpose thei*e made by the 
prince of the grounds, to catch vain-glorious fools 
withal, and was dashed to pieces with his falL" 

" Now," interposed Mr. Moore, who had hitherto 
sat a silent but amused spectator of this wordy 
combat, and whose indifference to the party politics 
of the day, as weU as to the gossip of the neighbour- 
hood, made him an impartial, if apathetic, judge of 
the merits of such an encounter — ^^ you have both 
suflSciently black-balled each other, and proved how 
cordially you detest each other, and how wicked you 
think each other. For my part, my hate is still 
running in such a strong current against the feUows 
who have broken my frames, that I have none to 
spare for my private acquaintance, and still less for 
such a vague thing as a sect or a government : but 
really, gentlemen, you both seem very bad, by your 
own shewing ; worse than ever I suspected you to 
be. I dare not stay all night with a rebel and 
blasphemer, like you, Yorke ; and I hardly dare ride 
home with a cruel and tyrannical ecclesiastic, like 
Mr. Helstone." 

^* I a^ going, however, Mr. Moore;" said the 
IRector sternly : " come with me or not, as you 
please." 

" Nay, he shall not have the choice — he shall go 
with you," responded Yorke. " It 's midnight, and 
past; and I'U have nob'dy staying up i' my house 
any longer. Ye mun aU go." 

He rang the Bell. 
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by" said he to the servant who answer 
them &>}k oat o' f kitchen^ and lock t' c 
off to bed Here is: your wsy^ geiridei 
dnued ta his guests; and, Bghtnag 
L the passage^ he fairly put tbem out a 
)or; 

met their party hurrying out pett-me 
Ic way ; their horses stood at the gate; 
d^ and rode off — Moore laughing at 
dismissal, Helstene deeply ind%nant the: 
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CHAPTER V. 
hollow's cottage. 

be's good spirits were still with him when he 
next morning. He and Joe Scott had both 
b the night in the mill^ availing themselves of 
in sleeping accommodations jn:t)dadble from 
isesinthe &ont and back countii^4iouses : the 
er, always an eariy riser, was up somewhat 
sr even than nsual ; he awoke his man by sing- 
k French song as he made his toilet. 
Ye 're not custai dahm, then, maister?" cried 

Not a stiver, mon gargon — which means, my 
—get up, and we 11 take a turn through the mill 
re the hands come in, and I '11 explain my future 
h We '11 have the machinery yet, Joseph : you 
r heard of Bruce, perhaps ?" 
And th' arrand (spider)? Yes, but I hev: 
read th' history o' Scotland, and happen knaw 
ich (m't as ye ; and I understand ye to mean to 
|re 11 persevere.'' 
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'' I do." 

^^ Ta there mony o' your mak' i' your counti 
Joe, as he folded up his temporary I 
way. 

my country I Which is my country ?' 
ly, France — isn't it ?" 
t it, indeed ! The circumstance of the 
seized Antwerp, where I was born, d 
le a Frenchman." 
►Uand, then?" 

m not a Dutchman : now you are coi 
twerp with Amsterdam." 
mders?" 

icorn the insinuation, Joe! I, a Fl 
a Flemish face ? — the clumsy nose s 
le mean forehead falling back — the pj 
fleur de t6te ? ' Am I all body and no h 
land? But you don't know what t 
lose Netherlanders. Joe — I 'm an An 
>ther was an Anversoise, though sh 
nch lineage, which is the reason ] 

n 

t your father war Yorkshire, which n 
Torkshire too; and onybody may se( 
us, ye 're so keen o' making brass, and 
I." 

3, you're an impudent dog; but I've 
customed to a boorish sort of insolen( 
th up : the * classe ouvrier e ' — that is, th 
Dple, in Belgium — bear themselves I 
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-ds their eiii{doyerB; and by brutaUy^ Joe, I 
brutalement — which, perhaps, when properly 
lated, sfaonld foe nmgMy^ 

iVe alius speak our minds i' this country ; and 
young parsons and grand folk fro^ London is 
:ed at wer ^ incwUUy^^ and we like weel enbw to 
3m Bummat to be shodked at, 'cause it 's sport to 
) watch 'em turn up the whites o' iheir een, and 
d out their bits o' hands, like as they 're flayed 
ogards, and then to hear 'em say, nipping off 
words short, like — * Dear I dear ! Whet seveges ! 
very ccroe!'" 

fou <tre savages, Joe ; you don't suppose you 're 
Bed, do you?" 

Middling, mkldling, maister. I reckon 'at us 
d&cturing lads i' th' north is a deal more intelU- 
and knaws a deal more nor th' &rming folk 
south. Trade sharpens wer wits; and them 
s mechanics, like me, is forced to think. Ye 
, what wi' looking after machinery and sidi 
I Ve getten into that way that when I see an 
;, I look straight out for a cause, and I oft lig 
on't to purpose; and then I like reading, and I 'm 
us to knaw what them that reckons to govern 
[US to do for us and wi' us : and there 's many 
r nor me; there's many a one amang them 
y chaps 'at smells o' oil, and amang them dyers 
lue and black skins, that has a long head, and 
[Jan tell what a fooil of a law is, as well as ye or 
iTorke, and a deal better nor soft uns like 
L. I. G 
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;oplier Sykes o' Whinbury, and greet 
like yond' Irish Peter, Helstone's cui 
W think yourself a clever fellow, 

Ly ! I 'm fairish ; I can tell cheese £ 
' 'm varry weel aware that I Ve impi 
tunities as I have had, a deal better 
ikons to be aboon me ; but there 's th 
jhire that's as good as me, and a 
better." 

ou 're a great man — ^you 're a sublhn 
3U 're a prig, a conceited noodle with I 
leed not to think that because you 've 
le knowledge of practical mathems 
se you have found some scantling o: 
1 of chemistry at the bottom of a di 
herefore you 're a neglected man o£ scl< 
eed not to suppose that because the 
does not always run smooth, and you 
1, are sometimes short of work and 
herefore your class are martyrs, and 
I form of government under which y 
r. And, moreover, you need not for ; 
sinuate that the virtues have taken 
jes and wholly abandoned slated hon 
3II you, I particularly abominate thi 
because I know so well that human 
Q nature everywhere, whether und( 
I, and that In every specimen of himi 
>reathes^ vice and virtue are ever foun( 
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ller or greater proportions, and that the pre 
not determined by station, I have seen vil 
rere rich, and I have seen villains who ^ 
md I have seen villains who were neither 
)or, but who had realized Agar's wish, 
n fair and modest competency. The cloc 
to strike six : away with you, Joe, and 
llbeU." 

as now the middle of the month of Februi 
o'clock, therefore, dawn was just beginninj 
n night, to penetrate with a pale ray its br 
ity, and give a demi-translucence to its op£ 
rs. Pale enough that ray was on this partic 
ig ; no colour tinged the east, no flush war 
[) see what a heavy Kd day slowly lifted, \ 

glance she flung along the hills, you w 
iiought the sun's fire quenched in last nij 
The breath of this morning was chUl a{ 
; a raw wind stirred the mass of night-cl 
ewed, as it slowly rose — leaving a colour 
gleaming ring aU round the horizon — ^not 
it a stratmn of paler vapour beyond. It 

to rain,, but the earth was sodden, and 
nd rivulets were full. 

mill-windows were alight, the bell still r 
nd now the little children came running ii 
sat a hurry, let us hope, to feel very m 
by the inclement air ; and, indeed, by conti 
9 the morning appeared rather favourabh 
:han otherwise; for they had often come 

G 2 
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k that winter dizoagh snow-stomfi^ thinnigli 
n, lluoiigh hard hx)sL 

oore stood at the entnuice to watdb. tiiem 
ooonted them as they went hj ; to tiiiose 
) rather late he said a word of repnmand, 
IB a little more ehar^j repotted by Joe 
ten the lingerers reached the woik-roomB. 
aaster nor overlooker spoke savagely ; ihey 
\ savage men eitlier of them, diou^ it 
both were rigid, for they fined a deUnqnent 
e considerably too late; Mr. Moore made 
bis penny down ere he entered, and informed 
the next repetition of the &ult woudd cost 
ence. v 

no doubt, are neceaaary in snch C£usies, and 

d cruel masters will make coarse and cru^ 

ich, at the time we treat of at least, they 

ctimes to enforce tjrrannically ; but, though 

e imperfect characters (every character in 

will be found to be more or less imperfect^ 

efusing to draw anything in llie model line), 

t undertaken to han(fle d^aded or utterly 

ones. Child-torturers, slave masters and 

consign to the hands of jailers ; the novelist 

excused from sullying his page wilt the 

their deeds. 

I, then, of harrowing up my reader's soul, 
hting his organ of Wonder, with effiective 
ns of stripes and scourgings, I am hs^y to 
) inform him that neither Mr. Moore nb^*»^« 
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overlooker ever atmck a duld in their milL Joe had, 
indeed, once rerj severeLj Ho^eA a sob of hk own 
tcs tellii^ a lie and persisting in it^ bnt^ like his 
eav^oyety he was too plilegmati<v too calm, as well as 
too reasonable a man, to make corpoteal chastisement 
otfa^ than the exception to his treatment of the 
joni^. 

Mr. Moore haunted his miQ, his nnll-jard, his 
dye-hoase, and his warehouse, till the sickly dawn 
sbrengthened into day. The snn CTen tose, — at 
least a white disk, dear, tintless, and ahnost duU-: 
looking as ice^ — peeped orer the dark crest of a hiU, 
dianged to silver the livid edge of the dond above it5 
and looked sol^unly down the whole length of the 
den, or narrow dale, to whose stndt bounds we are 
at present limited. It was ei^t o'clock; the null 
lights were all extinguished; the signal was given 
for breakfast ; the children, rdeased for half an hour 
from toil> betook themsdves to the little tin cans 
which hdd their coffee, and to the Eanall baskets 
wbicb eoniained their allowance of bread. Let us 
hope they have enough to eat ; it would be a pity 
were it otherwise.. 

And now, at last, Mr. Moore quitted the miU- 
jard, and bent his steps to his dwelling-house. It 
was only a short distance from the factory, but the 
hedge and high bank 6n each side of the lane which 
condncted to it seemed to give it something of the 
appearance and feeling of seclusion. It was a anall, 
whii^washed place, with a green porch over the 
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ity brown stalks shewed in the garden 
this porch, and likewise beneath the wrn- 
dks budless and flowerless now, but giving 
tion of trained and blooming creepers for 
lys. A grass-plat and borders fronted the 
he borders presented only black mould yet, 
ere, in sheltered nooks, the first shoots of 
or crocus peeped, green as emerald, from 
The spring was late; it had been a 
prolonged winter ; the last deep snow had 
sappeared before yesterday's rains; on the 
ed, white remnants of it yet gleamed, 
le hollows and crowning the peaks : the 
lot verdant, but bleached, as was the grass 
ink, and under the hedge in the lane, 
es, gracefully grouped, rose beside the 
hey were not lofty, but having no rivals 
r looked well and imposing where they 
ch was Mr. Moore's home; a snug nest 
) and contemplation, but one within which 
of action and ambition could not long lie 

of modest comfort seemed to possess no 
attraction for its owner ; instead of enter- 
)use at once, he fetched a spade from a 
and began to work in the garden. For 
arter of an hour he dug on uninterrupted ; 
however, a window opened, and a female 
1 to him : — 
en ! Tu ne dejeunes pas ce matin?"* 
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The answer and the rest of the conversation was 
in French^ but as this is an English book^ I shall 
translate it into English. 

*^Is breakfast ready, Hortense?" 
*^ Certainly ; it has been ready half an hour.'* 
*^ Then I am ready, too : I have a canine hunger*** 
He threw down his spade and entered the house : 
the narrow passage conducted him to a small parlour, 
where a breakfast of coffee and bread and butter, 
with the somewhat un-English accompaniment of 
stewed pears was spread on the table. Over these 
viands presided the lady who had spoken from the 
window. I must describe her before I go any 
further. I 

She seemed a little older than*Mr. Moore, perhaps 
she was thirty-five, tall, and proportionately stout ; 
she had very black hair, for the present twisted up 
in curl-papers ; a high colour in her cheeks, a small 
nose, a pair of little black eyes. The lower part of 
her face was large in proportion to the upper ; her 
forehead was small and rather corrugated; she had 
a fretful though not an ill-natured expression of 
countenance; there was something in her whole 
appearance one felt inclined to be half provoked 
with, and half amused at. The strangest point was 
her dress: a stuff petticoat and a striped cotton 
camisole. The petticoat was short, displaying well 
a pair of feet and ankles which left much to be 
desired in the article of symmetry. 

You will think I have depicted a remarkable 
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f reader;--^ot at alL Hortenaa Mq 
'. Moore's sister) was a v^y arder^ 
^rson : the petticoat^ cambole^ and eu 
^r morning costume, in wfaich^ of & 
always been accustomed to ^* go In 
ys" in her own country* She did m 
t English fashions because she was o 
England; i^ adhered to her okA 
quite satisfied that there was a me 

imoiselle had an excella!it opimou a 
ion not wholly undeserred, for she ] 
ood and sterling qualities; but sb 
imated the kind and degree of these 
te left out of the account sundry littl 
iccompanied tiiwoa. You could ne^ 
ed her that she was a prejudked an<] 
person, that she was too susceptibl 
of her own dignity and importance, 
take offence about trifles; yet all 
Eowever, where her claims to distinc 
K)sed, and where her prejudices ^ 
I, she could be kind and Mendly enoi 
) brothers (for there was another 
3esides Robert), she was very much 
sole remaining representatives of 
tnuly, the persons of both were ahnc 
syes ; of Louis, however, she knew 
srt; he had been sent to Eirglaind 
y, and had received his education at 
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Kail sdiooL lEs education not being raeh as to 

adapt him for trade^ perhaps^ too^ his natural bent 
not incKnTtig Um to raeicantile parsnits, he hdd^ 
when ilae b%ht of herecBlarj prospects rendered it 
necessary for him to podi im own fortune^ adopted 
tbe^ery ardaons and veiy modest career of a teacher; 
he had been usher in a 8Ghool5 and was said now to 
be tutor in a private femily. Hortense> when she 
mentioned Louis, described him as haying what dbe 
called ^ des moyens," but as being too backward and 
quiet ; her praise of Bobert was in a different strain, 
less qualified; she was yery proud of him; she re- 
garded him as the greatest man in Europe ; all he 
said and did was remai^able in h^ eyes, and she 
expected otl^rs to behold him from the same point 
of view ; nothing could be more iiratioiial, mon&trous> 
and in^unous, than opposition from any quarter to 
Kobert, unless it were opposition to herself. 

Accordingly, as so(m as the said Bobert was seated 
si the break&st table, and she had li^lped him to a 
portion of stewed pears, and cot Inm a good-sized 
Belgian tartine, i^e began to pour out a flood of 
amazement and horror at the transaction of last 
night, the destruction of the frame?- 

" Qudle id^e ! to destroy them. Quelle action 
honteuse I On voyait bien que les ouvriers de ce 
pays'^taient h la fois betes et mf^chants. C'etait 
absolument coimne les domestiques An^ais, les ser- 
Tantes surtout : rien d'inst^portaUe comme cette Sara, 
par exemple!'* 
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looks clean and industrious," JMr» ] 

:8 ? I don't know how she looks ; 
liat she is altogether dirty or idle : 
insolence ! She disputed with me 
ir yesterday about the cooking of 
] boiled it to rags, that English peo 
able to eat such a dish as our b( 
Ion was no better than greasy wa 
the choucroute, she affirms she car 
b barrel we have in the cellar — d< 
by my own hands — she termed a 1 
lich means food for pigs. I an 

girl, and yet I cannot part witl 
get a worse. You are in the sam 
r workmen, — pauvre cher frere !" 

afraid you are not very happy in 

J my duty to be happy where 
but otherwise, there are certain! 
igs which make me regret our na 
rorld here appears to me ill-bred (r 
Y habits considered ridiculous ; if 
mill chances to come into the ki 
in myjupon and camisole prepari 
know I cannot trust Sarah to coc 
e sneers. If I accept an invitati 
h I have done once or twice, I 
[uite into the background; I hav 
paid me which decidedly is m 
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what an excellent family are the Gerards, as 
know, and the Moores sik&l They have a i 
to claim a certain respect, and to feel wounded y 
it is withheld from them. In Antwerp, I waa al^ 
treated with distinction ; here, one would think 
when I open my Kps in company, I speak Enj 
with a ridiculous accent, whereas I am quite assi 
that I pronounce it perfectly." 

^^ Hortense, in Antwerp we were known rich 
England we were never known but poor.'* 

** Precisely, and thus mercenary are manl 
Again, dear brother, last Sunday, if you recol 
was very wet ; accordingly, I went to church in 
neat black sabots, objects one would not indeed "^ 
in a fashionable city; but which in the count 
have ever been accustomed to use for walkinj 
dirty roads. Believe me, as I paced up the c 
composed and tranquil, as I am always, four la( 
and as many gentlemen, laughed and hid their i 
behind their prayer-books." 

" Well, well ! don't put on the sabots again 
told you before I thought they were not quite 
thing for this country." 

** But, brother, they are not common sabots, i 
as the peasantry wear. I teU you, they are sa 
noirs, tr^s propres, tr^s convenables. At Mons 
Leuze—- cities not very far removed from the ele| 
capital of Brussels— it is very seldom that the 
spectable people wear anything else for walkinj 
winter. Let any one try to wade the mud of 
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lore to be depended on. I ha^ 

my relative; her position 
nd her conduct as my pupil 
1 as rather to enhance than 
mient that .apzings fiom o 

netty well at leaeons? " 
sives very well; but you are < 
kt I haye a maimer ca2culate<j 
Ity^ to win este^n, and to c 
t, pofisessed of penetration^ I ] 
Caroline is iiot perfect; tiiat ti 
ed in her," 

st cup of coffee^ and while I 
e me widi an account of 

I am happy to see you eat } 
sfa, after the fatiguing xdght 
>line, then, is defective ; but, i 
nd ahnost motherly care, she ] 
a about her an occasional so 

I think — whidi I do not q 
I not sufficiently girlidi and i 
re are glimpses of an unset 
s, which put me out. Yet si 
|uil, too dejected and thougl 
In time, I doubt not, I e 
ly sedate and decorous, wit! 
)ly pensive. I ever disappi 
ible." 
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am one by he 
mmg the lea 
lip, absolute 
ttle po^Sfc^c 
said she, * t 
er this wa§t i 
ned. ^11 n'y 
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to do, and commenced the repetition of that short 
thing by Ch^nier, * La Jemie Captive.' If you had 
heard the manner in whidi she went throiogh this, 
and in which she uttered a few incoherent conmients 
when she had done, you would have known what 
I meant by the phrase 'unsettled hurry.' One 
would have thought Chenier was more moving than 
all Bacine and all Comeiile. You, brother, who 
have so much sagacity, will discern that this dis- 
proportionate preference ai^es an ill-regulated 
mmd ; but she is fortunate in a preceptress. I will 
pve her a system, a method of thought, a set of 
opinions ; I will give her the perfect control and 
guidance of her feelings." 

" Be sur^ you do, Hortense : here she comes* 
That was her shadow passed the window, I beHeve." 

" Ah I truly. She is too early — ^half an hour be- 
fore her timi6. — My child, what brings you here 
before I ha^ breakfasted ?" 

This question was addressed to an individual who 
now entered the room, a young girl, wrapped in a 
winter mantle, the folds of which were gathered with 
. some grace.xound an apparently slender figure. 

*' I came in haste to see how you were, Hortense, 
and how Kobert was, too, I was sure you would be 
both griey-ed by what happened last night. I did 
not hear till this morning: my uncle told me at 
breakfast." 

**Ah! it is imspeakable. You sympathize with 
us ? Your uncle sympathizes with us ?" 
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nocie- is very angry ; but lie v 
I befiere: was he not ? Did be nol 
Stilbro'Moor?" 
i:we«to«tinTeryn«rtial8tyle,< 

prisomnB we went to rescue met 

Dourse, nobcMly was hurt ?^ 

ly, no ;. only Joe Sootf s wrists wear 

N'vtk being pinioned too tighdy b< 

I were not there ? Yon were not 
B when they were attacked ?" 
: one seldom has the fortune to be p 
aces at which one would particularl] 

lere are you going this moonngS 
roy d saddling your horse in the yard 
Whinbury : it is nudket-day." . 
. Yorke is going, too A^ met bim i 
iome with Mm." 
ly?" 

o are better than one, and nobod] 
)rke; at least, poor people do ni 

eref<»e he would be a protection to 

[io are misutider^xMd: that, probab] 
Shall you be late?— WiU he be la 
se?" 
is too probable : he has often mud 
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ansact at WMnbury. Have you brought your 

cise-book, child?" 

Yes. What time will you return, Robert ?" 

[ generally return at seven. Do you wish me 

\ at home earlier ?" 

Try rather to be back by six. It is not abso- 

Y dark at six now; but by seven daylight is 

5 gone." 

Ind what danger is to be apprehended, Caroline, 

L daylight is gone ? What peril do you conceive 

s as the companion of darkness, for me ?" 

[ am not sure that I can define my fears ; but 

11 have a certain anxiety at present about our 

Is. My imcle calls these times dangerous : he 

too, that mill-owners are unpopular." 

knd I one of the most unpopular ? Is not that 

act ? You are reluctant to speak out plainly, 

it heart you think me liable to Pearson's fate, 

was shot at — ^not, indeed, from behind a hedge, 

in his own house, through his staircase-window, 

was going to bed." 

Inne Pearson showed me the bullet in the 
ber-door," remarked Caroline, gravely, as she 
d her mantle, and arranged it and her muff on a 
table. *^ You know," she continued, ^^ there is a 
e all the way along the road from here to Whin- 
, and there are the Fieldhead plantations to 
; but you wiU be back by six — or before ?" 
Certainly he will," affirmed Hortense. "And 

my child, prepare your lessons for repetition, 
)L. I. H 
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to soak for the 

^e left the room. 

re manj eii^nies t 

; ^^ and, doubtless^ 

lends?" 

l>ert« There k j 

horn I have never s 

»re is mj unde; 

OiQ would be piizdie 
id hew *^ But shoi 
extreme pduEis yoc 
r, I suppose, exact 
in all thii^ afta 
L What life are y( 
fiH you do with yo 
iomplifihments whe 

when they are acq 
lortense began to i 
AlS to the life I a] 
appose, to keep : 
ted. 

& dies ?** 

> say that I I nev 
ifty-five. But till 
;cupations for me.'* 
le prospect I Are y 
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led to be, formerfy. ChildreQ, you know, 
le reflectioB, or rather their refleetiona mn 
themes. There are moments jimp when I 
[uite satisfied." 

jr 

I making no money — earning nothing." 
come to the point, Lina; you, too, then, 

nake money ?" 

: I should like an occupation ; and if I were 

would not be so diflScult to find one. I see 

easy, pleasant way of learning a business, and 

ny way in life." 

>n : let us hear what way." 

old be apprenticed to your trade — ^the cloth- 
could learn it of you, as we are distant rela- 

'. would do the counting-house work, keep 

:s, and write the letters, while you went to 
I know you greatly desire to be rich, in 
pay your father^s debts; perhaps I could 

. to get rich." 

^mef You should think of yourself." 
think of myself; but must one for ever think 

)ne's self?" 

vhom else do I think ? Of whom else dare 
The poor ought to have no large sympa- 
is their duty to be narrow." 

Kobert ^" 

Caroline. Poverty is necessarily selfish, 

3d, grovelling, anxious. Now and then a 

a's heart, when certain beams and dews visit 

H 2 
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ed, struggli 

Certain ic 

It may be 
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the truth)- 
' — ^to these 1 

11 me that, 1 



J, I think, 01 
s a man in 
taciturn, ph 

3rs were all i 
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e your frames and shears : in your own house 
sm different." 

^* To those of my own house I am no alien^ "^ 
im to these English clowns. I might ac1 
levolent with them, but acting is not my fori 
i them irrational, perverse ; they hinder me 
Dug to hurry forward. In treating them jusi 
fil my whole duty towards them." 
•* You don't expect them to love you, of courj 
^* Nor wish it." 

'* Ah!" said the monitress, shaking her head 
iving a deep sigh. With this ejaculation, indi( 
it she perceived a screw to be loose some^ 
t that it was out of her reach to set it right 
it over her grammar, and sought the rule 
3rcise for the day. 

^* I suppose I am not an affectionate man. Care 
3 attachment of a very few suffices me." 
^*If you please, Robert, will you mend me a j 
before you go?" 

" First, let me rule your book, for you always 
ve to draw the lines aslant. . . . There 
. . And now for the pens : you like a fine 
iiink?" 

" Such as you generally make for me and Hort 
t your own broad points." 
"If I were of Louis's calling, I might stay at 
d dedicate this morning to you and your stu 
lereas I must spend it in Sykes' wool-warehoi 
" You will be making money." 
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' losii^ it." 

i mending the pens, a horse, 
s brought up to the garden-ga 
i. is ready- for me; I must g 
> see what the spring has done 
o, first." 

le room, and went out into the 
the milL A sweet fringe d 
jning flowea-s — snowdrop, croc 
ned in the sunshine under 
My. MoOTe plucked here and 
P, till he had 'Collected a lit^ h 
the parloitr, pilfered a thread 
9 work-basket, tied the flow4 
iv)]ine's desk, 
•morning." 

, Robert ; it is pretty ; it loo' 
sparkles of sunshine and bli 

he door —stopped — opened hii 
d nolhing, and moved on. Hi 
Lcket, and mounted his horse 
flung himself from the saddle 
reins to Murgatroyd, and re- 

r gloves," he said, ajxpearing 
the side-table ; then, as an. imj 
narked, ^You fatve no bind 
oae, perhaps, Carc^ine ?" 
'^e : some cidldFen's socks, whi 
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isden has ordered, to knit for ti 
they will keep." 

Jew's basket be sold ! 1^ 

er named. Anything more Je^ 

ents, and their prices — cannot h 

se something, a very tiny curl, a 

p lip, which tells me that you k 

as I do. Forget the Jew's 1 

id the day here as a change. ^ 

tk his heart at your absence ?" 

he smiled. " No." 

The old Cofisaek I I daresay 

Kie. ^^ Then stay and dine wit 

be glad of your company; I shi 

I. We will have a little reading 

iJiA mnon rises si half-past eight, an 

ectory with you at nine. D 

lodded her head ; and her e; 

e lingered yet two minutei 

e's desk and glanced at h 

[ her pen, he lifted her bou 

; his hocse stamped impatien 

lemmed and coughed at th( 

3d whftt in the world his n 

-morning, " again eaid Mo 

L 

Buse, coming in ten minutcE 
prise, that Caroline had not 
ncise. 
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a fine flow of brown hair, which she kne 
rrange with taste; curls became her, a 
3ssed them in picturesque profusion. He 
ress announced taste in the wearer ; very 
ve in fashion, far from costly in materi 
ble in colour to the fair complexion with 
ntrasted, and in make to the slight form 
aped. Her present winter garb was of i 
lame soft shade of brown as her hair ; th 
r roimd her neck lay over a pink ribbc 
fastened with a pink knot : she wore n( 
ration. 

:f much for Caroline Helstone's appearai 
er character or intellect, if she had ani 
b speak for themselves in due time. 
!er connections are soon explained. She t 
I of parents separated soon after her b 
lequence of disagreement of disposition, 
ber was the half-sister of Mr. Moore's 
I — though there was no mixture of bloc 
, in a distant sense, the cousin of Robert, 
Hortense. Her father was the brother 
stone — a man of the character friends det 
recaU, after death has once settled all 
accountsc He had rendered his wife unhapf 
reports which were known to be true con 
him, had given an air of probability to those 
were falsely circulated respecting his bett( 
rAr^r^A V)rother. Caroline had never kno^ 
as she was taken from her in infan 
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oe seen her; her ficther died coix^ai 
^, and her unde, the Sector^ had &r soi 
her eole guardian. He was not, as ^ 
kufih adapted^ either hj nature or haU 
charge of a young girl : he had tak 
le ahont her educadon; probably^ 
taken none if she, finding herself i 
not grown anxious on her own acoou: 
very now and then^ for a little attenti< 
) means of acquiring such amount 
9.8 could not be dispensed with. St 
[epressing feeling that she was inferi 
ainments were fewer than were usua 
jT gids of her age ai^ station ; and y€ 
} to avail h^self of the kind €£E&t nui 
jin Hortense, soon a.fter the airival 
; HdJoVs-mill, to teach bseac French a 
HTork. Mdlle. "Mooaref for her pa 
L the task; because it gave her imp 
iked to loaA it a little over a dodle ] 
She took Caroline precisdy at 1 
;e, as an irreguhudy-taugfat, even igi 
nd when she fouiui that ^e made raj 
irogress, it was to no talent — no app 
^ scholar, she asmhed the improveme] 
to her own superior method of teac 
she found that Caroline^ unskilled 
a knowledge of her own — desultory h 
liscovery caused her no surprise, fiw* e 
ed that foom her conversaticm had t 
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CB gleaned these treasures: she thought 
en &)i:ced to feel that her pupil knew 
bjects whereof she knew little : the idea 
t^cal^ but Hortense had perfect faith 

selle, who prided herself on. possessing 
positif^" and on entertaining a decided 
feat dry studies^ kept b^ young cousin 
as closely as she could. 9ie worked her 
Ly at the grammar ci the Prendi Ian- 
^ning h^, as the most improving exercise 
leyise, interminable ^analyses logiques.'' 
ily ses" were by no means a source of par- 
sure to Caioline ; she thought she could 
i French just as wdl without them, and 
^esshrely the time ^pent in pondering oveit 
ns^priiKsipales^etincidenteB;'' in deciding 
3nte determinative" and the ^incidente 
" in examining whether the proposition 
e," " eUiptique," or ^^ implicite," Some- 
>st herself in the maze, and when so lost, 
DOW and then (while Hortense was rum- 
r drawers up-stairs, — ^an unaccountable 
in ^vdaich she spent a large portion of 
irranging, disarran^ng, rearranging and 
smging) — carry her book to Sobert in 
g-hoose, and get the rough pkce made 
his aid. Mr. Moore possessed a <dear, 
ain of his own; ^imoet as soon as he 
aroline's little difficulties they seemed to 
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3: in two minuteg 
ds give the key to 
se could only teacl 
night learn I Kej 
teful smile^ rather 
^ace, she would lea 
k to the cottage, 
3 exercise, or work 
! taught her arithi 
biad made her a bo; 
sk Robert to let 
n the counting-hoi 
e in the parlour. 
is happened very i 
[ollow's cottage, 
oore was away, a 

was gone to Mj 
nth a male visitor 
too, he was at h< 
th Caroline. Whi 
Durs passed on win 

they were coimt 
ind so pleasant as 
B cousins occupiec 
lot teaching, or g 
1 iU-humoured ; i 
3 evening, and to 
woman. There w 
elightful, by indu< 
ig and play ; she i 
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itured; and as she played with skill, 
jll-toned voice, it was not disagreeable 
to listen to her: it would have been absolutely 
agreeable, except that her formal and self-important 
character modulated her strains, as it impressed her 
manners and moulded her countenance. 

Mr. Moore, released from the business-yoke, was, if 
not lively himself, a willing spectator of Caroline's 
liveliness, a complacent listener to her talk, a ready 
respondent to her questions. He was something 
agreeable to sit near, to hover round, to address and 
look at. Sometimes he was better than this, — 
ahnost animated, quite gentle and friendly. 

The drawback was, that by the next morning he 
was sure to be frozen up again ; and however much 
he seemed, in his quiet way, to enjoy these social 
evenings, he rarely contrived their recurrence. This 
circumstance puzzled the inexperienced head of his 
cousin. *^If I had a means of happiness at my 
command," she thought, " I would employ that means 
often ; I would keep it bright with use, and not let 
it lie for weeks aside, till it gets rusty." 

Yet she was careful not to put in practice her 
own theory. Much as she liked an evening visit to 
the cottage, she never paid one unasked. Often, 
indeed, when pressed by Hortense to come, she 
would refuse, because Robert did not second, or but 
slightly seconded th6 request. This morning was 
the first time he had ever, of his own unprompted 
ren her an invitation; and then he had 
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tndlj^ tbat in hearing him she hBn 
lae of happiness sufficient to keep he 
rhole day. 

ig passed as usuaL MadaEDoise[le» ere 
11S75 spent it in bustKng fnmi IdtdMn 
LOW scddiii^ Saral^ now k>Qking ore 
3freise oor hearing her repetitian-l^son 
Itlesslj these tasks were achieyed, eh 
tnded: it was a maxim with her tiia 
insistent with a teadier's digniij^ and 
1 more or less nnqualified measure, is 
to it* She thought incessant reprimand 
at, quite necessary to the maintenanee 
itj ; and if no possible error was to be 
Bsson, it was the pupil's carriage, or air, 
lien, which required correction. 

affi*ay took place about the dinner, 
when Sarah at last brou^ it into the 
lost finng upon the table, with a kok 
1 quite plainly : ^ I never dished swk 
fe afore; it's not fit for dogs." Not- 
Sarah's scorn, it was a savoury repast 
soup was a sort of puree of dried peas, 
noiselle had prepared amidst bitter 
Ihat in this desolate country of Engkud 
tns were to be had. Then came a 
are unknown, but supposed to be 
ngularly chopped up with crumb 
ed uniquely though not unpleasai 

a mould; a queer, but by no m< 
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iena^ oddlj bruised 

le; and a p4te ol 

devised by Mads 

" and fircmi the ta&t< 

t ^melaase" had 1 

ited the dinn^. 

^cti^xot to this Be^ 

id it &xt a da&ngei 

lad she evinced a 

ation would have 

in Mademoiselle's good graces for ever 

dime might have been more easily pard 

ptom of distaste for the foreign eome 

oon after dinner Caroline coaxed he] 

on upHBtairs to dress: this manoeuij 

tagement. To have hinted that 

isole, and cnrl-^pers were odious 

\&i other than quite meritcurious pc 

3 been a felony. Any premature atte 

r disappearance was therefore unwise 

likely to ksue in the persevering w( 

ng the whole day* Carefully avoidii 

^ksands, however, the pupil, on ] 

liring a change of scene, contrived 

her aloft, and, once in the bed-roc 

led her that it was not worth whU 

her, and that she might as weU make 

r; and while Mademois^e delivere 

lily on her own surpassing merit in ( 

frivolities of fashion, Caroline denude< 
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ichu, especially as her curls were long, and 
icfaed lier shoulders. 

was no af^eal against Bobert's opinion, 
his sister was compelled to yield; but she 
ed entirely of the piquant neatness of 
\ costume, and the lady-like grace of her 
e: something more solid and homely, she 
re considered " beauooup plus convenable,'* 
);ernoon was devoted to sewing. Made- 
like most Belgian ladies, was specially 
bh her needle. She by no means thought 
f time to devote unnumbered hours to fine 
y, sight-destroying lace-work, marvellous 
md knitting, and, above all, to most 
stocking-mending. She would give a day 
nding of two holes in a stocldng any time, 
: her "mission" nobly fulfilled when she 
aplished it. It was another of Caroline's 
be condenmed to learn this foreign style 
y, whidi was done stitch by stitdi so as 
> imitate the fabric of the stocking itself; a 
rocess, but considered by Hortense Grerard, 
i ancestresses before her for long genera- 
p «a one of the first ^^ duties of woman." 
If had had a needle, cotton, and a fearfully 
ii^ put into her hand while she yet wore a 
f on her little black head : her " hauts feits" 
ning line had been exhibited to company 
ras six years old, and when die first dis- 
that Caroline was profoundly ignorant of 

I 
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this most essential of attainments, she could have 
wept with pity over her miserably neglected youth. 

No time did she lose in seeking up a hopeless pair 
of hose, of which the heels were entirely gone, and 
In setting the ignorant English girl to repair the 
deficiency : this task had been commenced two years 
ago, and Caroline had the stockings in her work-bag 
yet. She did a few rows every day, by way of 
penance for the expiation of her sins : they were a 
grievous burden to her, she would much have liked 
to put them in the fire ; and once Mr. Moore, who 
had observed her sitting and sighing over them, had 
proposed a private incremation in the counting- 
house, but to this proposal Caroline knew it would 
have been impolitic to accede — the result could only 
be a fresh pair of hose, probably in worse condition : 
she adhered, therefore, to the ills she knew. 

All the afternoon the two ladies sat and sewed^ 
till the eyes and fingers, and even the spirits of one 
of them were weary. The sky since dinner had 
darkened ; it had begun to rain again, to pour fast ; 
secret fears began to steal on Caroline that Roberi 
would be persuaded by Mr. Sykes or Mr. Yorke tc 
remain at Whinbury tiU it cleared, and of that there 
appeared no present chance. Five o'clock struck 
and time stole on ; stiU the clouds streamed : a sigh- 
ing wind whispered in the roof-trees of the cottage 
day seemed already closing ; the parlour-fire shed oi 
the clear hearth a glow ruddy as at twilight. 

pro 
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nounced Mademoiselle Moore ; " consequently, I 
feel assured that my brother will not return till then : 
indeed, I should be sorry if he did. We will have 
coffee : it would be vain to wait for him." 

^^ I am tired — ^may I leave my work now, cousin?" 

*^ You may, since it grows too dark to see to do it 

well. Fold it up; put it carefully in your bag; 

then step into the kitchen, and desire Sarah to bring 

in the gouter, or tea, as you call it." 

*^But it has not yet struck six: he may still 
come." 

**He will not, I teU you. I can calculate his 
movements. I imderstand my brother." 

Suspense is irksome, disappointment bitter. All 
the world has, some time or other, felt that. Caro- 
line, obedient to orders passed into the kitchen. 
Sarah was making a dress for herself at the table. 

*^ You are to bring in coffee," said the young lady, 
in a spiritless tone; and then she leaned her arm 
and head against the kitchen mantelpiece, and himg 
listlessly over the fire. 

*^ How low you seem. Miss ! But it 's all because 
your cousin keeps you so close to work. It's a. 
shame!" 

"Nothing of the kind, Sarah," was the brief 
reply. 

" Oh I but I know it is. You 're fit to cry just 
this minute, for nothing else but because you 've sat 
stiU the whole day. It would make a kitten dull to 
be mewed up so." 

I 2 
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your master [often eome 1 
nit is wet?" 
Y ; but just to-day, for so 
fereiioe." 
imean?" 

: I am certain I saw l^i 

to the yard by the back-^ 

me water at tiie pump fi^ 

in the counting-house 

aken." 

[ I be mistaken for? I 

not see himself?" 

L speak, thoi^fa. He t^ 

Soott aboKt having settl 
. means, and that there v 
s in the mill before ano 
this time he would get fo 
acks to guard the waggoi 
lu making a gown ?" 
landsome one ?" 
Get the coflfee ready, 
sleeve for you; and I'll 
or it. I have some nai 
' that will just match it." 
kind. Miss." 
Te 's a good girl ; but firff 

the hearth : he will talo 
3 in. I hear him — ^he is < 
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** Miss I you 're cutting the stuff wroi^." 

^^ So I am; but it is only a snip : there is no harm 
doae." 

The kitchen-door opened; Mr. Moore entered^. 
Tery wet and cold. Caroline half turned frcon her 
dressmaking occupation,, but n^iewed it for a mo- 
loent, afl if to gain a minute's time for some purpose. 
Bent oyer the dresB> her face was hidden ; there was 
an attempt to settle her features and yell their ex- 
pression, which failed: when she at last met Mr. 
Moore, her countenance beamed. 

" We had ceased to expect you : they asserted you 
would not come^" dlie said. 

^^But I promised to return soon: you expected 
me, I suppose?" 

" No^ Bobert : I dared not wheat it rained so fast. 
And you are wet and chilled — change everything : if 
you took odd, I should — ^we ahould blame ourselyes 
XQ some measure." 

^^ I am not wet through : my. riding-co^t is water- 
proof. Dry shoes are all I require. — There . . • • 
the fire is pleasant after facing the cold wind and 
rain for a few miles^" 

He stood on the kitchen-hearth; Caroline stood 
beside him. Mr. Moore,, while enjoying the genial 
glow, kept his eyes directed towards the glittering 
brasses on the shelf above. Chancing for an instant 
to look down, his glance re&ted on an uplifted face, 
flushed, smiling, happy, dsiaded with silky curls, lit 
with fine eyes. Sarah was gone into the parlour 
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3d her guitar, almost graceful, air 
; her every-day fretful look was 
nt, and was replaced by a *^ sourh 
She sang the songs he asked 
5; they reminded her of a parem 
ad been truly attached ; they remin 
oung days. She observed, too, thi 
3d with naive interest; this augn 
liumour; and the exclamation at t 
3ng, *^ I wish I could sing and pla; 
!" achieved the business, and rei 
ling for the evening. 
s true, a little lecture to Caroline f 
inity of wishing, and the duty of iri 
," it was suggested, ^* had not been 
30 neither had Mademoiselle Gera 
tlon been completed in a week, or 
g to be clever. It was effort that 
d that great work: she was ever 
ir perseverance, for her industry: 1 
^marked that it was as delightful as 
on to find so much talent united wi 
;y, and so on. Once on the theme < 
J, Mademoiselle was fluent, 
idled at last in blissful self-compla 
her knitting *and sat down tranqu 
ns, a clear fire, a softly shining lamp 
little parlour its best — ^its evening 
)bable that the three there presei 
L : they all looked happy. 
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Dfs, Robert To-night you shall be i 
h : you shall read an English book." 
n old English book?" 
es, an old Engli^ book^ one that yc 
wni choose a part of it that is toned t 
ny with something in you. It dball 
lature, fiU your mind with music : it sh 

skilful hand over your heart, and m 
J sound. Your heart is a lyre. Robe 
t of your life has not been a minstrel t 
1 it is often dlent. Let gk)rious Willia 
and touch it; you will see how 
the English power and melody out 
I. 

must read Shakspeare ?" 
ou must have his spirit before you ; y< 
ds voice with your mind's ear ; you mi 
)f his soul into yours." 
Tith a view to making me better ; is it to 
sermon ?" 

is to stir you; to give you new sen 
to make you feel your life strongly, n 
irtues, but your vicious, perverse pointi 
ieu! que dit-elle?" cried Hortens 
tx> had been coimting stitches in her k 
ad not mudi attended to what was « 

ear these two strong words caught 

ever mind her, sister : let her talk ; n 
r say anything she pleases to-night. S 
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r brother sometimes ; it 

on a chair, had been 
turned with a book 
16 said, " and there 's 
d discover by the feel- 
ou at once how low and 

e, and correct when I 

ler then, and you my 

science, since we are 



ig to be French, and 
m are not going to think 
to admire?" 

take ShaUspeare away ; 
myself, and put on my 



se, brother," interrupted 
gentleman of a family 
lys sew. Caroline, dear 
ry; you may get three 

" I can't see by lamp- 
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light ; my eyes are tired, and I can't do two 1 
well at once. If I sew, I cannot listen ; if I 1 
I cannot sew." 

"Fi, done! Quel enfantillage !" began Hor 
Mr. Moore, as usual, suavely interposed. 

^^ Permit her to neglect the embroidery foi 
evening. I wish her whole attention to be fix 
my accent, and to ensure this, she must foUoi 
reading with her eyes ; she must look at the bo 

He placed it between them, reposed his ar 
the back of Caroline's chair, and thus began to 

The very first scene in " Coriolanus" came 
smart relish to his intellectual palate, and st 
he read he warmed. He delivered the hai 
speech of Caius Marcius to the starving cii 
with unction; he did not say he thought his 
tional pride right, but he seemed to feel i 
Caroline looked up at him with a singular smile 

^* There's a vicious point hit already," she 
"you sympathize with that proud patrician 
does not sympathize with his famished feUow 
and insults them; there, go on." He proce 
The warlike portions did not rouse him mucl 
said all that was out of date, or should be ; the 
displayed was barbarous, yet the encounter si 
handed between Marcius and Tullus Aufidiu 
delighted in. As he advanced, he forgot to 
cise; it was evident he appreciated the powei 
truth of each portion; and, stepping out o; 
narrow line of private prejudices, began to 
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\ Jarge picture of human nature, to feel the 
stamped upon the charsbeters who were speak- 
)m that page before hun. 
did not read the coanic scen^ well^ and Caro- 
taking the book out of his hand^ read these 
For him. From her he seemed to enjoy them, 
odeed die gave them with a spirit no one 
have expected of ber^ with a pithy expresskm 
^hidi she seemed gifted on the spot, and for 
»rief moment only. It may be r^narked, in 
gy that the general character of her conver- 
that eyening^ whether serious or sprightly, 
or gay, was as of somethii^ untaught, un- 
d, intuitive, fit Ail; when once gone, no mcare 
reproduced as it had been, than the glancing 
P the meteor, than the tints of the dew-gem, 
bhe colour or form of the sun-set doud, tiian 
meting and glittering ripple varying the flow of 
let. 

lolanus in glory ; Coriolanus in (Ssaster ; Corio- 
bauished, followed like giant-diades one after 
:her. Before the vision of the banished man, 
^'s spbrit seemed to pause. He stood on the 
L of Aufidius's hall, fiau^ing die image of great- 
alien, but greater than ever in that low estate. 
aw ^^ the grim appeaxance," the dadc iace 
ing command in it," "the noble vessel with 
dde torn." With the revenge of Caius Mar- 
Moore perfectly sympathized; he was not 
dized by it, and again Caroline whispered. 
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"There, I see another glimpse of brotherhood in 
error.'* 

The march on Kome, the mother's suppKcation, 
the long resistance, the final yielding of bad passions 
to good, which ever must be the case in a nature 
worthy the epithet of noble, the rage of Aufidius 
at what he considered his ally's weakness, the death 
of Coriolanus, the final sorrow of his great enemy ; 
all scenes made of condensed truth and strength, 
<;ame on in succession, and carried with them in 
their deep, fast flow, the heart and mind of reader 
and listener. 

*^Now, have you felt Shakspeare?" asked Caro- 
line, some ten minutes after her cousin had closed 
the book 

«I think so." 

*^ And have you felt anything in Coriolanus like 
you?" 

'^ Perhaps I have.*' 

*^ Was he not faulty as well as great ?" 

Moore nodded. ^^ And what was his fault ? 
What made him hated by the citizens? What 
-caused him to be banished by his countrymen?" 

^^ What do you think it was ?" 

^^ I ask again — 

' Whether was it pride, 
Which out of daily fortune ever taints 
The happy man ? whether defect of judgment, 
To fail in the disposing of those chances 
Which he was lord of ? or whether nature, 
Not to be other than one thing ; not moving 
VOL. I. K 
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^ae to die cnshioa, bvt oomnmdi 
s same austerity and garb 
led the war?'" 

yourself, Spliyiix." 
ice of all: and you mi 
-^orkpeople; you must n 
ing them, and you mi 
! nature, uttering a i 
; were a command." 
noral you tadc to tfee "pk 

into your head ? ** 
?^our good, a care for yi 

I a fear caused by ma 
jard lately, that you wi] 

II these things'?" 
ancle talk about you: 

, your determined cast 
Y enemies, your resdiutk 
b,' as he says." 
ou have me truckle to th 
the world: I never wii 
>ut somehow, I cannot h 
include all poor worki 
1 and insulting name of 
to think of them and i 

ittle democrat, Caroline 

,t would he say?" 

: to my uncle, as you ] 
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bout such iMngs: he tiiinks everything but 
and cooking above women's comprehension, 
of their line." 

i do you fancy you comprehend the subjects 
h you advifie me ?" 

far as they concern you, I comprehend them, 
it would be better for you to be loved by 
orkpeople than to be hated by them, and 
ire that kindness is more Hkely to win their 
than pride. If you were proud and cold to 
Hortense, should we love you ? When you 
'. to me, as you are sometimes, can I venture 
fectionate in return ?" 

w, Lina, I've had my lesson both in lan^ 
and ethics, with a touch on politics ; it is 
m. Hortense tells me you were much taken 
btle piece of poetry you learned the other 
piece by poor Andre Chenier — * La Jeune 
!,' do you remember it stiU?" 
link so." 

peat it, then. Take your time and mind 
ccent : especially let us have no English 

line, beginning in a low, rather tremulous 
\ut gaining courage as she proceeded, repeated 
let verses of Chenier :* the last three stanzas 
earsed welL 

line had never seen Millevaye's " Jeune Malade/' otherwise 
I have known that there is a better poem in the French 
than Chenier's ** Captive;" a poem worthy to have been 

K 2 
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his eye 
em: les 
ine witl 
d. He] 
counter 
uld ha^ 
there i 
pardon 
rough b 
lent wa^ 
jasing. 
ested, 1 
jh a fac 
^ calm 
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jction, interest. When she had fin 

i Moore, and met his eye. 

pretty well repeated?" she inq 

my happy, docile child. 

lon't know." 

I't you know ? Have you not listei 

id looked. You are fond of p( 



meet with real poetry, I cannot re 
ed it by heart, and so made it ] 

5 now sat silent for several minutei 
o'clock: Sarah entered, and said 
j's servant was come for Miss Caro 
le evening is gone already," sh( 
d it will be long, I suppose, be! 
here." 

had been for some time nodding 
; fallen into a doze now, she msm 
he remark. 

uld have no objection to come 
, evening?" inquired Kobert, as h( 
Lantle from the side-table, where i 
fully wrapped it round her. 
I come here ; but I have no desire 
am not hinting to be asked : you 
iat." 

uderstand thee, child. You some 
br wishing to be rich, Lina; bu 
)u should live here always : at any 
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lire with me wherever 

cmld be pteasant ; and if 
oor — ^it would still be pi 
rt." 

sed to walk witb yont i^ t< 
you did ; bert I thoc^t j 
lardly knew how to reminc 

it. But would you like 

; and, as Fanny is comi 

Is yoar muff — don't wal 

HQEiile to the Rectory waff 
d in the garden widiout 
3ure of banffc; yet Robert 
and joyously troubled, 
and to her that day : not 
ofession; but in manner, 
jndly tones, 
elf, he eame home grave, 

1 leaning on hk own yard- 
moonlight, all alone — th 

lm% the hiU-environed ho 

abruptly : — 

jron't do ! There 's wea 

ruin in all this. Howei 

s voice, **tfae jiireiizy is q 

rery well : I have had it 

morrow.'* 
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CHAPTER VI. 

THE CURATES AT TEA. 

JNE Helstone was just eighteen years old; 
eighteen the true narrative of life is yet to be 
need. Before that time, we sit listening to a 
EnarrellouB fietion ; delightful sometimes, and 
letimea; almost always unreaL Before that 
ur world is heroic; its inhabitants half-divin/e 
irdemon ; its scenes are dream-scenes : darker 
and stranger hilk ; brighter sides, more dan- 
waters; sweeter flowers, more tempting fruits; 
Jains, drearier deserts, sunnier fields than are 
in nature overspread our enchanted globeu 
a moon we gaze on before that time ! How 
mbling of our hearts at her aspect bears wit^ 
its unutterable beauty I As to our sun, it is 
ng heaven — ^the world of gods. 
;hat time — ^at eighteen, drawing near the con- 
' illusive^ void dreams. Elf-land lies behind us, 
res of B>eality rise in front These diores oxe 
tant : they look so blue, soft, gentle, we long 
jh them. In sunshine we see a greenness 
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spring meadows; 
id imagine the rol 
•each this land^ w 
e; whereas manj 
of Death, or some 
b as black as Deat 
I be tasted, Evei 

ere it is secured ; 
Y know who hav( 
eart's blood must 
the combatant, 1 
over it. 

not aware of thi 
and promises haj 
elieved; — Love, 
lost angel to our c 
1, embraced: his 
jnetrate, their woi 
ire are no fears 
10 leech's hand ca 
1 agony ever in s< 
ony throughout — \ 
. : in short, at eig 
D be entered, and 

but yet purifyin 

to be learnt. 

other mentor has 
irs: none wears 

so heavy, none ^ 
ovice so sternly t' 
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and forces him with authority so resistless to 
acquirement. It is by your instructions alone i 
man or woman can ever find a safe track thro 
life's wilds : without it, how they stumble, how t 
stray ! On what forbidden grounds do they intn 
down what dread declivities are they hurled I 

Caroline, having been convoyed home by Roh 
had no wish to pass what remained of the ever 
with her uncle : the room in which he sat was i 
sacred groimd to her ; she seldom intruded on it, 
to-night she kept aloof till the bell rung for pray 
Part of the evening church service was the forr 
worship observed in Mr. Helstone's household: 
read it in his usual nasal voice, clear, loud, 
monotonous. The rite over, his niece, according 
her wont, stepped up to him. 

" Good-night, uncle." 

*^ Hey ! You Ve been gadding abroad all da 
visiting, dining out, and what not I" 

" Only at the cottage." 

*' And have you learnt your lessons?" 

'^ Yes." 

"And made a shirt?" 

" Only part of one." 

" Well, that will do : stick to the needle — ^le 
shirt-making and gown-making, and pie-cr 
making, and you'll be a clever woman some ( 
Go to bed now : I 'm busy with a pamphlet here. 

Presently the niece was enclosed in her small 1 
room; the door bolted, her white dressing-g< 
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Iber long liair loosened and £ 
wavy to lies waist ; and, as^ rest 
OBoismg it out, she kaaed ker d 
1 fixed her eyes (a the carpet 

elose aromid hest drew» the yig 
em jear& 

[MHighta w^e speaking with he 
y, as it seemed^ for she snc 
She looked pretty, meditating 
thing than die was in that apa 
youthful hc^e. Accardkig to tl 

she waa to know disa{q[Kantn 
mofe: she had entered on the 
day — ^no false dawn, but the tn 
— and her ann would quickly 
for her now ta snspeet that i 

delusion: her expeetationa s 
^e &imdatksi on which they 
^Hd. 
m people love, the next step is 1 

argran^it. " Now, I love Re 
that Robert loves me: I have 

time before ; tonfay I' fek ii 
3 at him after repeating Chenie] 
eat handsome eyes he has!) sei 
aay heart* S^Hnetiraes I am afr; 
3st I should be too frank^ lest I 

f&g I have more than once re 
erflowing, superfluous words, a 
[nore than he expected me to s 
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at would HaBspppcfv^ wha^ he mi|^ deen my 
cxetion; itam, tcMii^bt^ I could httre TeatiiE 
exprew aaj thon^t^ he was so iodtt^ent. 
kind he was^ as we walked iqp the hmel Hi 
not flatter er sarf fcofish tiiii^; hie love-iii 
(firkndshxp, I mean: of couzae I don't yet ae 
Yam mj lo^er, but I hope he witt be so come d 
mt^ lake what we read of in bookar— it is fiir bel 
CH%iziaI, quiet, mMoky, fflncere. I da like hi 
would be an excellent wife to hka if he did i 
me: I would tellj him of his fieiults (for he has 
fimltft), but I woidd studj hk eomfbrt^ and d 
hiiB, and do m j best to make hua happj. jN 
am sure he will not be cold to-morrow : I feel a 
eertain that to-morrow eYezdng he will either 
here, or ask me to go there." 

She recommeBoed comlnng her hab^ lon^ 
mermaid's ; tundxig her head, aa die amused i 
saw her own face and form hk the glas& 
rciectioiis are soberizing to pfadoa people i theii 
9je» are not enchanted with the image; the 
CQegdest then that the eyes c^ others can see 
m^ j&scxnation; but the fair must naturaUj 
o&er eooehxsions i the picture is cfaarrniugy and 
charm. Caroline saw a shape, a head, that, dagi 
otyped in that attitude and with that exprc 
would hare been Wefy : slue oould not dkoos 
derive from the spectacle confirmation to her h 
it was then in undiminished gladness abe aougli 
couch. 
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in undiminished gladness she rose the next 
J she entered her uncle's breakfast-room, and 
rft cheerfulness wished him good-morning, 
at little man of bronze himself thought, for 
ant, his niece was growing ^* a fine girL" 
lly she was quiet and timid with him : very 
but not communicative; this mon^ng, how- 
le found many things to say. Slight topics 
light be discussed between them ; for with a 
—a girl — Mr, Helstone would touch on no 
She had taken an early walk in the garden, 
I told him what flowers were beginning to 
here ; she inquired when the gardener was to 
id trim the borders ; she informed him that 
starlings were beginning to build their nests 
5hurch-tower (Briarfield church was close to 
Id rectory) ; she wondered the tolling of the 
the belfry did not scare them. 
Eelstone opined that " they were like other 
lo had just paired ; insensible to inconvenience 
the moment." Caroline, made perhaps a little 
rageous by her temporary good spirits, here 
d a remark of a kind she had never before 
d to make on observations dropped by her 
relative. 

de," said she, " whenever you speak of mar- 
ou speak of it scornfully : do you think people 
't marry?*' 

J decidedly the wisest plan to remain single, 
ly for women." 
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" Are all mamages imliappy ?*' 

** Millions of marriages are unhappy : if ev 
confessed the truth, perhaps all are more or h 

^* You are always vexed when you are a 
come and marry a couple — ^why ?" 

** Because one does not like to act as acce 
the commission of a piece of pure folly." 

Mr. Helstone spoke so readily, he seemec 
glad of the opportunity to give his niece a ; 
his mind on this point. Emboldened by the ii 
which had hitherto attended her questions, s. 
a Kttle farther: — 

" But why," said she, ^' should it be pur< 
If two people like each other, why shouldi 
<;onsent to live together?" 

** They tire of each other — they tire of eac 
in a month. A yokefellow is not a compan 
or she is a fellow-sufferer." 

It was by no means naive simplicity which : 
Caroline's next remark : it was a sense of ai 
to such opinions, and of displeasure at him w 
them. 

" One would think you had never been i 
uncle : one would think you were an old bacl 

** Practically, I am so." 

*^ But you have been married. Why were 
inconsistent as to marry ?" 

*^ Every man is mad once or twice in his lif 

** So you tired of my aunt, and my aunt 
and you were miserable together?" 
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btone pushed cmt Ms cpaai % ^ 
Q f(^?diead, and ffB¥C aa inn 

be not suk yen? Was flhe 110 
Did you iwft get twed to ier? 
my TvlieQ Ae died?" 
ne/' said Mr. Hektoiie, bringmg h 
m to withm tm nick or two lof A 

fitTBi't iin g it BUCfaiefilir 00. tnO BQ& 

Eld 1Mb? it ifi Tulgar and pner^ 
»:als with parlieiiiars: in every cas 
e, and there axe the exceptioBS. 
ire stupid and babyish. Ring the 
lone breakfast^ 

akfast was taken away^ «&d tiuA ib< 
general custom of uncle aaftd nieoe 
aot to meet again iaU dim^r; bui 
instead of quitting the'rxMnn, wen^ 
lat, and sat down there. Mr. I 
aid uneasily tmoe or twioe, as if h( 
but she was gazing from the wind 
m to mind him ; so he continued the 
Ding paper — a particularly intei^st 
to be, us new movemeniis had jm 
de Peninsula, and certain columui 
ire rich in long dei^tdies &om 
lington. He little knew, meantan 
rere busy in his niece's mind — thou 
Ml of the past half-hour had rew 
ted : tiunultuwis were they now, as d 
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hi'vey b«t it was years emce they had 
r cells in her bnin. 
IS reviewing his character^ fak dispoe 
hise^itimentsoainaimge. M«iy a 
sviewed them before, and Bounded the 
her own mind and his ; and Ihen, <ii 
of the wide and deep charan, die had 
ow saw, another figure standing t)esid< 
k strange shape ; dnn, ^nister, sea 
the hal&renieembered image of her 
ames Helstone, Matthewson Helsl 

re had readbed her ear of what tibat fai 

was ; old servants had dropped hints 

, that he was not a good man, and th 

r kind to her. She recoUocted — a 

>n it was — some weeks that d» had 

in a great town somewhere, when die 

lid to dress her or take care of her ; 

een shut up, day and night, m« high gi 

hoot a carpet, with a bare uncurtained 

ily any olher fdmiture ; when he wen 

eaiiy every morning, and often forgot to return 

give her her dinner during the day, and at i 

when he came back, was like a madman, fui 

terrible ; or — still more painful — like an idiot, i 

senseless. She knew she had &Jlen ill in 

e, and that one night when she was very 

lad come raving into tiie roc»n, and said he \ 

her, for she was a burden to him ; her sci 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



SHIRLET. 

ught idd^ and from the moment d 
from him she had never seen him, 
m in his coffin. 

was her. father : also she had a mot 
3lstone never spoke to her of tl 
she could not remember having sc 
le was alive she knew. This 
e drunkard's wife: what had thi 

CaroUne, turning from the lat 
1 been watching the starlings (tl 
iing them), in a low voice, and 
one, thus broke the silence of the 
u term marriage, miserable, I su 
ou saw of my father's and moth 

suffered what I suffered when 
ae must have had a dreadful life." 
Helstone, thus addressed, wheel 
r, and looked over his spectacles 2 
taken aback. 

father and mother! What had 
d to mention her father and moth< 

never, during the twelve yea 
ith him, spoken to her? That 1 
elf-matured; that she had any : 
^ulations about her parents, he 

►ur father and mother ? Who ha 
frou about them ? " 
>body; but I remember somethi 
as, and I pity mama. Where is s] 
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This "Where is she?" had been on Caxoli 
Hps hundreds of times before ; but till now she 
never uttered it* 

"I hardly know," returned Mr. Helstone; 
was little acquainted with her. I have not h< 
from her for years : but wherever she is, she th 
nothing of you ; she never inquires about jon 
have reason to believe she does not wish to see ] 
Come, it is school-time : you go to your cousii 
ten, don't you ? The clock has struck," 

Perhaps Caroline would have said more; 
Fanny coming in, informed her master that 
churchwardens wanted to speak to him in the ves 
He liastened to join them, and his niece prese: 
set out for the cottage. 

The road from the Rectory to Hollow's mill 
clined downwards, she ran, therefore, ahnost all 
way. Exercise, the fresh air, the thought of se* 
Robert, at least of being on his premises, in 
vicinage, revived her somewhat depressed sp 
quickly. Arriving in sight of the white house, 
within hearing of the thundering mill and its n 
ing watercourse, the first thing she saw was M< 
at his garden-gate. There he stood ; in his be 
Holland blouse, a light cap covering his head, w] 
undress costume suited him: he was looking d< 
the lane, not in the direction of his cousin's 
preach. She stopped, withdrawing a little behii 
willow, and studied his appearance. 

*^ He has not his peer," she thought ; " he i 

VOL. I. L 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



EY. 

it. What a keen eye he 
rited features — ^thin and 
o like his face — I do like 
so much! Better than 
es, for instance,— better 
3rt!" 

>ert's" presence speedHy. 
illenged his sight, I be- 
From before her eyes like 
being a tall fact, and no 
}tand the greeting. He 
like, brother-like, friend- 
e. The nameless charm 
nner : he was no longer 
rate, the same heart did 
e disappoin 
;irl would 1 
and felt it 
i from his 
like a kin< 
8 from his 
ig more an 

ppointed ci 
linine can 
be shame 
achery. J 
\ a rebellio 
v^ely repay 
■contempt 
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n secret. Take the matter as you find i1 
^[uestioiis ; utter no remonstrances : it is yon 
Lsdom. You expected bread, and you ha^ 
stone; break your teeth on it, and don 
because the nerves are martyrized: do n< 
liat your mental stomach — ^if you have sue 
— ^is strong as an ostrich's — ^the stone wi 

You held out your hand for an egg, ai 
b into it a scorpion. Show no constemation 
our fingers firmly upon the gift ; let it stb 
I your palm. Never mind: in time, aft( 
md and arm have swelled and quivered Ion 
rture, the squeezed scorpion will die, ai 
1 have learned the great lesson how to endui 
; a sob. For the whole remnant of yoi 
you survive the test — some, it is said, di 
b — ^you will be stronger, wiser, less sensitiv 
3U are not aware of, perhaps, at the timi 
3annot borrow courage of that hope. Natur 
r, as has been intimated, is an excellent friei 
cases ; sealing the lips, interdicting utteranc 
iding a placid dissimulation: a dissimulatic 
earing an easy and gay mien at first, settlii] 
o sorrow and paleness in time, then passir 
ad leaving a convenient stoicism, not the lei 
ig because it is half-bitter, 
■bitter! Is that wrong? No — it should I 
bitterness is strength — it is a tonic. Swe( 
rce following acute suffering, you find m 

to talk of it is delusion. There may 1 

L 2 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



SHIRLEY. 

letic exhaustion after the rack; 
^ it will be rather a dangerous ei 

confronted with injustice, 
ho has read the ballad of " Puir 
^t old Scoteh ballad, written I kn< 
-aticm nor hj what hand. Mary 
—probabtj in being made to beli 
I was Msehood : she is not comph 
;ing alone in the snow-storm, and 
;hts. They are not the thought 
ne under her circumstances, but 

deeply-feeling, stroi^ly-re^ntfti 
lish has driven her from the ingle- 
e white*-shrouded and icy hills : c 
* cauld drift," she recalls every im 
the yellow-wymed ask," ** the 
I attld moon-bowing tyke," *^ the j 

sour bullister," ** the milk 
: " she hates these, but ^ w£ 
Q-a-Ree ! " 

'< Oh ! ance I lived happily by yon boimy I 
The warld was in love wi' me ; 
But now I maun sit 'neath the cauld drift 
And curse black Robin-a-Ree ! 

** Then whudder awa' thou bitter biting blai 
eader, do you hear the wild soun 
ping over the waste, piercing 
est?) 

" And sough through the scrunty tree, 
And smoor me up in the snaw fu' fast. 
And ne'er let the sun me see ! 
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" Oh, never melt mwa, thou wreatii o* snaw. 
That's sae kind in graving me ; 
But hide me frae the scorn and guffaw 
O' villains like Robin-a-Ree ! " 

But what has been said in the last page or two 
not germane to Caroline Helstone's feelings^ or 
the state of things between her and Bobert Mooi 
jBobert had done her no wrong : he had told her ] 
lie ; it was she that was to blame, if any one wa 
what bitterness her mind distilled should and wou 
be poured on her own head. She had loved witho 
being asked to love, — a natural, sometimes an i 
evitable chance, but big witii misery. 

Robert, indeed, had sometimes seemed to be foi 
of her — ^but why ? Because she had made herself 
pleasing to him, he could not, in spite df all 1 
eflfbrts, help testifying a state of feeling his jud 
ment did not approve, nor his will sanctibxL I 
was about to withdraw decidedly from intimate coi 
munication with her, because he did not choose 
have his affections inextricably entangled, nor to i 
drawn, despite his reason, into a marriage he h 
lieved imprudent. Now, what was she to do ?■ 
to give way to her feelings, or to vanquish then 
To pursue him, or to turn upon herself? If she 
weak, she will try the last expedient, — ^will lose 1 
esteem and win his aversion ; if she has sense, s 
will be her own governor, and resolve to subdue aj 
bring under guidance 'die disturbed realm of h 
emotions. She will determine to look on I 
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tie sense, for 
omplaint or 
muscle or t 
> her studies 
ir-time went 

id found hei 

e, having le: 

port wine, t 

rassed her, t 

id it would 
evening won 
Robert: she 
and yet sh 
no chance ' 
;age, or to l 

tea, more tl 
the door-be 
in the passi 
pected such 
after he had 
though he r 
e, he had lo< 
e her work-i 
had spoken 
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comforting; his 
was genial. Noi 
False Hope: sh< 
which breathed tl 
She tried to ] 
tried to sew — ev 
the occupation w 
her desk^ and at1 
tion — she wrote i 

Suddenly the 
leaped — she spi 
opened it softly 
Fanny was admi 
tall man — just th( 
she thought it ^ 
exulted; but th< 
undeceived her: 
sequently not M 
He was ushered ii 
less, he speedily 
decanters. 

It was a fact to 
in Briarfield, W 
dropped in to a 

■nr»ia«Kt bc HllOthi 

. Not that t] 
:hey were ug 
; and when 1 
s lodgings I 
ler he had f 
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Y his destinatioii, hastened with all speed after 
le same causes operated in the same way mth 
ig. Thus it chanced on that afternoon that 
e's ears were three times tortured with the 
of the bell, and the adyent of undesired guests: 
ine followed Malone, and Sweeting fidlowed 
; and more wine was ordered up from the 
ito the dining-room (for though old Helstone 
le inferior priesthood when he found them 
sing/' as he called it, in their own tents, yet 
ierarchical table he ever liked to treat Aem 
ss of his best), and through the closed doors 
e heard their boyish laughter, and the vacant 
)f their voices. Her fear was lest they 8h(^d 
tea; for she had no pleasure in making tea for 
rticular trio. What distinctions people drawl 
three were men — young men— educated men 
►ore : yet, for her, how great the difference ! 
[>ciety was a bore — his a delight, 
only was she destined to be fiivoured widi 
lerical company, but Fortune was at this 
r bringing her four other guests — lady-guests, 
:ed in a pony-phaeton now rolling •somewhat 
along the road from Whinbury: an elderly 
d three of her buxom daughters, were com- 
ee her ^* in a friendly way," as the custom of 
ighbourhood was. Yes, a fourth time the 
iged : Fanny brought the present announoe- 
the drawing-room — 
3. Sykes and the three Misses Sykes." 
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^en CaroBne was going to receive com 
)it was to wring her hands very nen 
sh a little^ and come forward hurriedly 
ingly^ wishing herself meantime at Jeric 
3^ at such crises^ sadly deficient in finisl 
•, though she had once been at sdioo 
cordingly, on this occasion^ her small wh 
ly maltreated eadi other, while she i 
iting the entrance of Mrs. Sykes. 
[n stalked that lady, a tall bilious geni 

made an ample and not altogether insu 
aon of piety, and was greatly given to 1 
(rards the clergy ; in sailed her three c 
howy trio, being all three well grown, an< 

1 handsome. 

[n Engli^ country ladies there is this p 
aarked. Whether young or old, pretty 
1 or sprightly, they all (or almost all) h 
a expression stamped on their feature 
ms to say, ** I know — I do not boast of 
}w tibat I am the standard of what is pi 
jry one therefore whom I approach, 
DToaches me, keep a ^larp look-out, foi 
jy differ from me — be the same in dress 
nion, principle, or practice — therein 
ong." 

M&rs. and Msses Sykes, far from being € 
this observation, were pointed illu8trati< 
th. Miss Mary — a well-looked, wefl-m 
the whole, well-dispositioned girl — ^wore 
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with some state^ though without harshness ; 
met — a beauty — carried it more overbear- 
he looked high and cold; Miss Hannah, 

conceited, dashing, pushing, flourished hers 
ily and openly ; the mother evinced it with 
ty proper to her age and religious fame, 
jception was got through somehow. Caro- 
ls glad to see them" (an unmitigated fib), 
ey were well, hoped Mrs. Sykes's cough was 
Mrs. Sykes had had a cough for the last 
j^ears), hoped the Misses Sykes had left 
ters at home well; to which inquiry, the 
>ykes, sitting on three chairs opposite the 
)ol, whereon Caroline had undesignedly 

anchor, after wavering for some seconds 

it and a large arm-chair, into which she 
b recollected she ought to induct Mrs. 
md indeed that lady saved her the trouble 
siting herself therein; the Misses Sykes 
D Caroline by one simultaneous bow, very 
and mighty awfiil. A pause followed : this 
5 of a character to ensure silence for th^ 
J minutes, and it did. Mrs, Sykes then 

after Mr. Helstone, and whether he had 
return of rheumatism, and whether preach- 
I on a Sunday fatigued him, and i 
>f taking a fiill service now ; and 
he was, she and all her daughtc 
1 chorus, expressed their opinion 
wonderful man of his years." 
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Pause second. 

Miss Marjr^ getting up the steam in her tum^ 
asked whether Caroline had attended the Bible 
Society Meeting which had been held at Nunnely 
last Thursday night: the negative answer which 
truth compelled Caroline to utter — for last Thursday 
eTening she had been sitting at home^ reading a 
novel which Robert had lent her — elicited a simul- 
taneous expression of surprise from the lips of the 
four ladies. 

*^ We were all there," said Miss Mary ; " mama 
^md all of us; we even persuaded papa to go: 
Hannah would insist upon it; but he fell asleep 
while Mr. Langweilig, the German Moravian 
minister, was speaking: I felt quite ashamed, he 
nodded so." 

*^ And there was Dr. Broadbent," cried Hannah, 
*^such a beautiful speaker I You couldn't expect 
it of him, for he is almost a vulgar looking man." 

" But such a dear man," interrupted Mary. 

** And such a good man, such a useful man," added 
her mother. 

** Only like a butcher in appearance," interposed 
the fair, proud Harriet. "I couldn't bear to look 
jat him : I listened with my eyes shut." 

Miss Helstone felt her ignorance and incom- 
petency ; not having seen Dr. Broadbent, she could 
not give her opinion. Pause third came on. During 
its continuance, Caroline was feeling at her heart's 
core what a dreaming fool she was; what an im- 
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she led; how little fitness 
xiinary intercourse with the 
was feeling how exdusdyel] 
M to the white cottage in th< 
dstence of one inmate of 111 
sdl her universe : she was sei 
>t do^ and that some day Ae 
ke an alteration: it could m 
ij wished to resemble the la( 
wished to become superior i 
3 to feel less scared by their c 
eans she found of reviving th 
J by asking them if they won 
k cruel struggle it cost her t 
ivility. Mrs. Sykes had begi 

iged to you, but ",whei 

ttore. 

lemen will stay the evening 
Lge she brought from Mr, He 
3ntlemen have you?^ now 

Their names were specified 
s interchanged glances : ii 
hem what they were to Caix)] 
3 quite a favourite widi tin 
rather so, because he was a c 
5e you have company airead; 

remarked Mrs. Sykes. " T^ 
mt little pai^: I always lil 

Caroline had to usher them 
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to help them to imshawl^ smooth their hsar and make 
themselves smart ; to reconduct them to the drawing- 
room, to distribute amongst them books of engray^ 
ingS; or odd things purchased from the Jew-basket : 
she was obliged to be a purchaser, though she was but 
a dack contributor, and if she had possessed plenty of 
iXKmey, she would rather, when it was brought to 
the Rectory — an awfiol incubus I — have purchased 
the whole stock, than contributed a single pin- 
cushion. 

It ought perhaps to be explained in passing, for 
Ihe benefit of those who are not ** au fait " to the 
mysteries of the ^^ Jew-basket " and ** Missionary- 
basket," that these ** meubles" are willow-repositories, 
of the capacity of a good-sized family clothes-basket, 
dedicated to the purpose of conveying from house to 
house a monster collection of pincushions, needle- 
books, card-racks, work-bags, articles of infant-wear, 
&c. &c. &c., made by the willing or reluctant hands 
of the Christian ladies of a parish, and sold per force 
to the heathenish gentlemen thereof, at prices un- 
blushingly exorbitant. The proceeds of such com- 
pulsory sale are applied to the conversion of the 
Jews, the seeking up of the ten missing tribes, or 
to the regeneration of the interesting coloured popu- 
lation of ihe globe. Each lady-contributor takes it 
in her turn to keep the hasket a month, to sew for 
it, and to foist off its contents on a shrinking male 
public. An exciting time it is when that turn comes 
round : some active - minded women, with a good 
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jirit, like it, and enjoy exceedingly the 
J hard-handed worsted-spinners cash u 
)f four or five hundred per cent, above 
articles quite useless to them; oth 
►uls object to it, and would rather see 

darkness himself at their door any m 
that phantom-basket, brought with *^ '. 
ompliments, and please ma'am she sayg 

now." 
elstone's duties of hostess performed, i 

than cheerily, she betook herself to 
D hold a brief privy council with Fi 

about the tea. 

; a lot on 'em I" cried Eliza, who was c 

►ut off the baking to-day because I tho 

lid be bread plenty to fit while mom 

Lever have enow." 

there any tea-cakes ?" asked the y( 

three and a loaf. I wish these fine 
y at home till they 're asked : and 1 1 
rimming my hat " (bonnet she meant). 
»" suggested Caroline, to whom the 
of the emergency gave a certain ene 
nust run down to Briarfield and buy s 
id crumpets, and some biscuits : and c 
Sliza, we can't help it now." 
vhich tea-things are we to have ?" 
le best, I suppose : I '11 get out the si 

md she ran up-stairs to the plate-cL 

s 
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isently brought down tea-pot, cream-ewer, 
ar-basin. 

i mun we have th' urn ?" 
\; and now get it ready as quickly a 
' the sooner we have tea over, the s 
1 go— -at least, I hope so. Heigho ! I 
re gone," she sighed as she returned 1 
-room. *^ StiU," she thought, as she p 
ioor ere opening it, " if Kobert woul 
ven now how bright all would be I 
itively easy the task of amusing these p 
ere present ! There would be an inter 
him talk (though he never says mu 
f) and in talking in his presence : thei 
iterest in hearing any of them, or in spe 
u How they will gabble when the c\ 
, and how weary I shall grow with list 
I But I suppose I am a selfish fool: 
p* respectable gentlefolks ; I ought no 
roud of their countenance : I don't saj 
} as good as I am — far from it — ^but 
jrent from me." 
vent in. 

shire people, in those days, took thei 
hie table ; sitting well into it, with their 
itroduced under the mahogany. It 
1 to have a mxdtitude of plates of brea 
varied in sorts and plentiful in quantil 
3ught proper, too, that on the centre 
stand a glass dish of marmalade; amoi 
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i were expected to be found a small ass 
esecakes and tarts ; if there was also a 
ices of pink ham gamid^ with green 
ch the better. 

isiy the Bector^s cook^ fortunately ki 
iss as provider : she had been put 
ir a little at firsts when the invaders 
ectedly in such strength ; but it appea 
^gained her cheerfulness with action^ 
ime the tea was spread forth in hs 

and neither ham, tarts, nor marmala^ 
ig among its accompaniments. 
) curates, summoned to this boimteous 
d joyous; but at once, on seeing the 1 

presence they had not been forewam« 
to a stand in the door-way. Malone 
urty ; he stopped short and fell back, 
ing Donne, who was behind him. 
jring three paces in retreat, sent little 
ito the arms of old Helstone, who broi 
ear. There was some expostulatioi 
ag : Malone was desired to mind whal 
, and urged to push forward; which at 
lough colouring to the top of his peak 
Ek bluish purple. Helstone, advancing 
irates aside, welcomed all his fair guest 

and passed a jest with each, and seat 
;nugly between the lovely Harriet i 
ig Hannah ; Miss Mary he requested 1 
^ seat opposite to him, that he might 
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if he couldn't be near her. Perfectly easy and gal- 
lant, in his way, were his manners always to young 
ladies ; and most popular was he amongst them : yet, 
at heart, he neither respected nor liked the sex, and 
such of them as circumstances had brought into inti- 
mate relation with him had ever, feared rather than 
loved him. 

The curates were left to shift for themselves. 
Sweeting, who was the least embarrassed of the 
three, took refuge beside Mrs. Sykes; who, he knew, 
was almost as fond of him as if he had been her son. 
Donne, after making his general bow with a grace 
all his own, and saying in a high pragmatical voice, 
"How d'ye do. Miss Helstone?" dropped into a 
. seat at Caroline's elbow : to her immitigated annoy- 
ance, for she had a peculiar antipathy to Donne, on 
account of his stultified and unmoveable self-conceit, 
and his incurable narrowness of mind. Malone, 
^nning most unmeaningly, inducted himself into 
the corresponding seat on the other side : she was 
thus blessed in a pair of supporters ; neither of whom, 
she knew, would be of any mortal use, whether for 
keeping up the conversation, handing cups, circu- 
lating the muffins, or even lifting the plate from the 
slop-basin. Little Sweeting, small and boyish as he 
was, would have been worth twenty of them. 

Malone, though a ceaseless talker when there 
were only men present, was usually tongue-tied in 
the presence of ladies: three phrases, however, he 

VOL. I. M 
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Jid dried^ which he nevei 

e you had a walk to-c 

ve you seen your cousu 

iS your class at the Sun 
ber?" 

uestions being put and res] 
e and Malone reigned silei 
it was otherwise: he wa 
ing. He had a stock of 
e the most trite and per 
jined: abuse of the^ people 
,tives of Yorkshire genen 
int of high society ; of the 
bion in these districts; m 
spectful conduct of the lo^ 
ward their betters; silly 
living in these parts, — ^th 
le of elegance, — ^as if he, I 
d to very great doings i 
jh his somewhat underbn 
1 to bear out. These str 
: must raise him in the est 
)r of any other lady who 1 
Br, at least, they brought 
itempt: though sometime 
r; for, a Yorkshire girl h 
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hated to hear Yorkshire abused by sndi a pitiful 
prater ; and when wrought up to a certain pitch, she 
would turn and say something of which neither the 
matter nor the manner recommended her to Mr* 
Donne's good-wilL She would teU him it was no 
proof of refinement to be ever scolding others for 
vulgarity ; and no sign of a good pastor to be eter^ 
nally censuring his flock. She would ask him what 
he had entered the church for, since he complained 
there were only cottages to visit, and poor people to 
preach to? — ^whether he had been ordained to the 
ministry merely to wear soft clothing, and sit in 
king's houses ? These questions were considered by 
all the curates as, to the last degree, audacious and 
impious. 

Tea was a long time in progress: all the guests 
gabbled as their hostess had expected they wouli 
Mr. Helstone, being in excellent spirits, — when, 
indeed, was he ever otherwise in society, attractive 
female society? — it being only with the one lady of 
his own family that he maintained a grim taciturnity, 
— kept up a brilliant flow of easy prattle with his 
right-hand and left-hand neighbours, and even with 
his vis-a-'visy Miss Mary : though as Mary was the 
most sendble, the least coquettish of the three, to 
her the elderly widower was the least attentive. At 
heart, he could not abide sense in women : he liked 
to see them as siUy, as %ht-headed, as vain, as open 
to ridicule as possible; because they were then iu, 
reality what he held them to be, and wished them to 

M 2 
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rithy to amuse a vacant 

Harriet, though beau- 
Ltisfied, was not quite 
liad some genuine self- 
ide, and If she did not 
>uld she babble like one 
t herself to be treated 
^Ing ; she expected to 

demanded no respect; 
8 only told her that she 
them treat her like an 
i frivolous was she ; so 
len besieged with atten- 
the proper degree, that 
Helstone actually felt 
Y a second time, and to 
her for his second help- 
salutary recollection of 
>ge, the Impression still 
f the millstone he had 
le fixity of his feelings 
evUs of conj — ^ — '" 
bo his tendei 
Is old Iron ] 
ig to Hannal 
and great sat: 

lave married 
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had asked her ; her parents would have quite approved 
the match: to them his fifty-five years, his bend-* 
leather heart, could have presented no obstacles ; and, 
as he was a rector, held an excellent' living, occupied 
a good house, and was supposed even to have private 
property (though in that the world was mistaken: 
every penny of the 5,000Z. inherited by him from his 
father had been devoted to the building and endowing 
of a new church at his native village in Lancashire — 
for he could show a lordly munificence when he 
pleased, and, if the end was to his liking, never hesi- 
tated about making a grand sacrifice to attain it), — ^her 
parents, I say, would have delivered Hannah over to 
his lovingkindness and his tender mercies without one 
scruple ; and the second Mrs. Helstone, inversing the 
natural order of insect existence, would have fluttered 
through the honeymoon a bright, admired butterfly, 
and crawled the rest of her days a sordid, trampled 
worm. 

Little Mr. Sweeting, seated between Mrs. Sykes 
and Miss Mary, both of whom were very kind to him, 
and having a dish of tarts before him, and marmalade 
and crumpet upon his plate, looked and felt more 
content than any monarch. He was fond of all the 
Misses Sykes ; they were all fond of him : he thought 
them magnificent girls, quite proper to mate with one 
of his inches. K he had a cause of regret at this 
blissful moment, it was that Miss Dora happened to 
be absent; Dora being the one whom he secretly 
hoped one day to call Mrs. David Sweeting, with 
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whom he dreamt of taJdng stately walks^ leading her 
empress through the Tillage of Nimnely : and 
ress she would have been, if size could make 
ress. She was vast, ponderous: seen &om 
she had the air of a very stout lady of forty ; 
bal she possessed a good face, and no unkindly 

tneal at last drew to a close: it would have 
er long ago, if Mr. Donne had not persisted 
g with his cup half fiill of cold tea before him, 
er the rest had finished, and after he himself 
jussed such allowance of viands as he felt comr 
:o swallow — ^long, indeed, aftar signs of impar 
lad been manifested all round the board : till 
rere pushed back; till the talk flagged; till 
felL Vainly did Caroline inquire repeatedly 
ould have another cup ; if he would take a 
ot tea, as that must be cold, &c. : he would 
drink it nor leave it. He seemed to think 
s isolated position of his gave him somehow a 
importance : that it was dignified and stately 
le last ; that it was grand to keep all the others 
, So long did he linger, that the very um 
b ceased to hiss. At length, however, the old 
himself, who had hitherto heen too pleasantly 
1 with Hannah to care for the delay> got im- 

' whom are we waiting?" he asked. 

me, I believe," returned Donne, complacently ; 

icr to think it much to his credit that a 
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party should thus be kept dependent on his move* 
meats. 

**Tut!" cried Helstone; then standing up, "Let 
us return thanks," said he ; which he did forthwith, 
and all quitted the table, Donne, nothing abashed^ 
stiU sat ten minutes quite alone, whereupon Mtb 
Helstone rang the bell for the things to be removed; 
the curate at length saw himself forced to empty his 
cup, and to relinquish the r6le which, he thought, had 
given him such a felicitous distinction, drawn upon 
faim such flattering general notice. 

And now, in the natural course of events (Caroline, 
knowing how it would be, had opened the piano, and' 
produced music-books in readiness), music was asked 
for. This was Mr. Sweeting's chance for showing 
off: he was eager to commence ; he undertook, there- 
fore, the arduous task of persuading the young ladies 
to favour the company with an air — a, song. Con 
amore, he went through the whole business of begging, 
praying, resisting excuses, explaining away difficultieei^ 
and at last succeeded in persuading Miss Harriet to 
allow herself to be led to the instrument. Then out 
came the pieces of his flute *(he always carried them 
in his pocket, as unfailingly as he carried his hand- 
kerchief). They were screwed and arranged; Malone 
and Donne meantime herding together, and sneering 
at him, which the little man, glancing over his shoulder, 
saw, but did not heed at all : .he was persuaded their 
sarcasm all arose from envy ; they could not accom- 
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idles as he could ; he was about 
-^er them. 

mph began. Malohe, much chi 
□a pipe up in most superior stj 
am distinction, too, if possible, i 
ling the character of a swain (^ 
had endeavoured to enact once 
b in which he had not hitherto 
I he doubtless opined his merits 
I a sofa on which Miss HeL 
1 depositing his great Irish frame 
land (or rather tongue) at a fi 
ompanied by grins the most ext] 
prehensible. In the course of 
liimself agreeable, he contrived 
the two long sofa cushions an( 
which, after rolling them about 
strange gestures, he managed 
rier between himself and the obj 
Caroline, quite willing that tl 
3d, soon devised an excuse foi 
) opposite side of the room, and 
beside Mrs. Sykes ; of which goo 
jome instruction in a new stitcl 
Itting, a favour readily granted^ 
Justus was thrown out. 
Uenly did his coimtenance lower 
if abandoned : left entirely to hi 
a large sofa, with the charge of t 
n his hands. The fact was, hi 
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posed seriously to cultivate acquaintance with Miss 
Helstone; because he thought, in common with 
others, that her imcle possessed money, and con- 
cluded, that since he had no children, he would 
probably leave it to his niece. Gerard Moore was 
better instructed on this point : he had seen the neat 
church that owed its origin to the Rector's zeal and 
cash, and more than once, in his inmost soul, had 
cursed an expensive caprice which crossed his wishes. 

The evening seemed long to one person in that 
room. Caroline at intervals dropped her knitting 
on her lap, and gave herself up to a sort of brain- 
lethargy — closing her eyes and depredsiog her head — 
caused by what seemed to her the immeaning himi 
round her : the inharmonious, tasteless rattle of the 
piano keys, the squeaking and gasping notes of the 
flute, the laughter and mirth of her imcle and 
Hannah and Mary, she could not teU whence 
originating, for she heard nothing comic or gleeful 
in their discourse ; and, more than all, by the inter- 
minable gossip of Mrs. Sykes murmured close at her 
ear ; gossip which rang the changes on four subjects : 
her own health and that of the various members of 
her family; the Missionary and Jew-baskets and 
their contents; the late meeting at Nimnely, and 
one which was expected to come oflT next week at 
Whinbury. 

Tired at length to exhaustion, she embraced the 
opportunity of Mr. Sweeting coming up to speak 
to Mrs. Sykes, to slip quietly out of the apartment. 
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seek a moment's resjute in solitude. She 
•ed to the dining-room, where the clear but n 
remnant of a fire still buamt in the grate. *] 
je was empty and quiet, glasses and decani 
e cleared from the^table, the chairs were put h 
heir places, all was orderly. Caroline sank i 
uncle's large easy chair, half shut her eyes, s 
ed herself — rested at least her limbs, her seni 
hearing, her vision — ^weary with listening 
bing, and gaadng on vacancy. As to her nu 
t flew directly to the Hollow: it stood on 
jshold of the parlour there, then it passed to 
nting-house, and wondered which spot 
jsed by the presence of Robert* It so happe 
b neither locality had that honour ; for Robert 
f a mile away from both, and much nearei 
'oline than her deadened spirit suspected : he 
this moment crossing the churchyard, appros 
iJie rectory garden-gate : not, however, comin, 
his cousin, but intent solely on communical 
rief piece of intelligence to the rector. 
Tes, Caroline; you hear the wire of the 
rate : it rings again for the fifth time this af 
m. : you start, and you are certain now that 
3t be him of whom you dream. Why you arc 
bain you cannot explain to yourself, but ; 
>w it. You lean forward, listening eagerlj 
my opens the door : right ! that is the voice — 
irith the slight foreign accent, but so sweet, as ; 
By : you half rise : ^* Fanny will tell him '. 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



r 



THE CUBAT£S AT TEA. 171 



Hekt(me is with company^ and then lie wiSi go 
away.' Oh! she cannot let him go : in spite of her- 
self — in spite of her reason she walks half across the 
room ; she stands ready to dart oat in case the step 
dmald retreat : but he enters the passage. ^^ Since 
your master is engaged," he says, *^ just show me 
into the dining-room ; bring me pen and ink : I will 
write a short note and leave it for him." 

Now, haying cai^ht these words, and hearing him 
advance, Caroline^ if there was a door within the 
duiing-room, would glide through it and disappear. 
She feels caught, hemmed in; she dreads her un- 
expected presence may annoy him. A second since, 
she would have flown • to him ; that second passed, 
she would flee from him. She cannot ; there is no 
way of escape : the dining-room has but one door, 
through which now enters her cousin. The look of 
troubled surprise she expected to see in his fece has 
appeared there, has shocked her, and is gcme. She 
has stammered a sort of apology : — 

^^Z only left the drawing-room a minute for a 
Kttle quiet." 

There was something so diffident and downcast in 
the air and tone with which she said this, any one 
might perceive that some saddening change had 
lately passed over her prospects, and that the faculty 
of cheerfiil self-possession had left her. Mr. Moore, 
robably, remembered how she had formeriy beeir 
ccustomed to meet him with gentle ardour and 
'. opefiil confidence; he must have seen how the 
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lad operated: here was 
out his new system w 
)rove it. Perhaps he fou 
ystem in broad daylight, 
isy occupations, than ii 
i, at the hour of eventi 
iiich before had stood m 
ting materials, and left i 
it to follow her. Moore^ 
ive let her go ; whereas 
.nd, holding out his ha 
e did not ask her to st 
go. 

J you are here ?" asked s 
voice. 

)u all I had to say to h 
jr?" 

iform him that I have gc 
e, at least, of the men ¥ 
e belongs to the same gi 
1 Pearson's dressing-sh( 
him in custody to-morrow. 

WO monosyllables were ut- 
lan ever; and, as she said 
lead slightly, 

.?" 
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** And why no, Caroline ?" 

" Because It will set all the neighbourhood against 
you more than ever." 

" That is no reason why I should not do my duty, 
and defend my property. This fellow Is a great 
scoundrel, and ought to be Incapacitated from perpe- 
trating further mischief." 

"But his accomplices will take revenge on you. 
You do not know how the people of this country 
bear malice : It Is the boast of some of them that 
they can keep a stone In their pocket seven years, 
turn It at the end of that time, keep it seven years 
longer, and hurl It, and hit their mark * at last.' " 

Moore laughed. 

"A most pithy vaunt," said he; "one that re- 
dounds vastly to the credit of your dear Yorkshire 
friends. But don't fear for me, LIna : I am on my 
guard against these lamb-like compatriots of yours : 
don't make yourself uneasy about me." 

" How can I help it ? You are my cousin. If 
anything happened — ^" she stopped. 

^^ Nothing will happen, LIna. To speak In your 
own language, there Is a Providence above all — is 
there not ?" 

" Yes, dear Kobert. May He guard you !" 

'^ And if prayers have efficacy, yours will benefit 
toe : you pray for me sometimes ?" 

"Not sometimes^ Kobert: you, and Louis, and 
Hortense are ahoays remembered." 

'*So I have often imagined: It has occurred to 
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when^ weary and vexed, I have myse 
like a heathen^ that another had aske 
for my day, and safety for my nigh 
ose such vicarial piety will avail mud 
ions come out of a sincere breast, £roi 
they should be acceptable as Abel'i 
doubtless would be, if the object 

Annihilate that doubt : it is groundlee 
When a man has been brought up on] 
^y, and lives to make it, and for no 
jcarcely breathes any other air than ti 
markets, it seems odd to utter his ] 
3r, or to mix his idea with anything dj 
strange it seems, that a good, pure he 
him in and harbour him, as if he had 
at sort of nest. K I could guide that 
, I believe I should counsel it to e: 
does not profess to have any higher 
that of patching up his broken foi 
ig clean from his bourgeois scutcheoi 
of bankruptcy." 

le hint, though conveyed thus ten 
istly (as Caroline thought), was felt 1 
rehended clearly. 

ndeed, I only think — or I will only 
is my cousin," was the quick answei 
ning to understand things better tl 
rt, when you first came to Englan 
I did, a week — a day ago. I know : 
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J to get on, and that it won't do for you 
antic; but in future you must not mis- 
1 me, if I seem friendly. You misunder- 
his morning, did you not ?" 
made you think so ?" 
look — your manner." 
ok at me now — " 

ou are different now: at present, I dare 
ou." 

am the same, except that I have left the 
behind me in the Hollow : your kinsman 
Is before you." 

►usiQ, Robert ; not Mr. Moore." 
bit of Mr. Moore. Caroline — ^ 
LC company was heard rising in the other 
door was opened ; the pony-carriage waa 
shawls, and bonnets were demanded ; Mr« 
called for his niece. 
b go, Robert." 

^ou must go, or they wiU come in, and find 
ind I, rather than meet all that host in the 
ill take my departure through the window : 
opens like a door. One minute only — 
the candle an instant — good-night ! I kiss 
ise we are cousins; and, being cousins, 

one — two — three kisses are allowable. Caroline, 

good-night!'* 
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CHAPTER VII. 

NOAH AND MOSES. 

t day, Moore had risen befor 
1 a ride to Whinbury and bac 
; the cafe au lait, or cut the 1 
. What business he transa< 
himself. Hortense asked no 
ler wont to comment on his m 
nder an account of them. G 
—complicated and often disms 
Hied in his breast, and nevei 
)ulchi^, save now and then 
give a start to some foreign c 
general habit of reserve on 
fc seemed bred in his mercantil 
■ast over, he went to . his c< 
oe Scott's boy, brought in tl 
papers; Moore seated himse 
5 seals of the documents, and 
'hey were all short, but not- 
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; probably rather sour on the co 
B laid down the last, his nostr 
ve and defiant snuff; and, though 
liloquy, there was a glance in 1 
d to invoke the devil, and lay cl 
eep the whole concern to Gehenni 
g chosen a pen and stripped away 
L a brief spasm of finger-fury — on] 
ee was placid— he dashed off a bat 
I them, and then went out and w 
ill : on coming back, he sat dow 
japer. 

e contents seemed not absorbingl 
)re than once laid it across his ki 
and gazed into the fire ; he occasi 
jad towards the window ; he looke 
s watch: in short, his mind i 
lied. Perhaps he was thinking < 
B weather — ^for it was* a fine an4 
le season — and wishing to be ou1 
ing it. The door of his countin 
open, the breeze and sunshine ei 
lie first visitant brought no sprin 
ings, only an occasional sulphur-; 
Juck column of smoke rushing s 
b mill-chimney. 

dark blue apparition (that of Jc 
a dyeing vat) appeared momentari 

L. I. 
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words ** He 's corned, sir,' 

ed not his eyes from the ] 
id-shouldered and massive-li 
nents and grey-worsted stoc! 
received with a nod, and desi 
he did, making the remark— 
a very bad one), stowed it 
and wiped his forehead vi 
idkerchief extracted from th 
s " Kaight dahn warm for '. 
)re assented: at least he u 
which, though inarticulate, : 
snt. The visitor now car 
mer beside him an official-lo 
)re in his hand; this don 
Y by way of appearing s 

tat is necessary, I suppose,' 

raight." 

whistling, Mr. Moore his res 
itly had become more intere 
r, he turned to his cupboard, 
f his long arm, opened it w 
L black bottle — ^the same hi 
ne's benefit — a tumbler, and 
3 table, and said to his guest. 
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" Help yourself; there's water in that jar 
comer." 

" I dunnut knaw that there 's mich need, ft 
body is dry (thirsty) in a morning," said the i 
gentleman, rising and doing as requested. 

** Will you tak' naught yourseln, Mr, Moore 
inquired, as with skilled hand he mixed a p 
and having tested it by a deep draught, sanl 
satisfied and bland in his seat. Moore— chary ol 
— ^replied by a negative movement and murmu 

*^ Yah'd as good," continued his visitor ; ** 
set ye up, wald a sup o' this stuff. Uncommo 
Hollands ! ye get it fro' furrin' parts, I'se thin 

«AyI" 

*^ Tak' my advice, and try a glass on't ; the 
'at 's coming '11 keep ye talking, nob'dy kno\^ 
long : ye '11 need propping." 

** Have you seen Mr. Sykes this morning 
quired Moore. 

" I seed him a hauf an hour — ^nay — ^haj 
quarter of an hour sin', just afore I set off: 1 
he aimed to come here, and I sudn't wond 
ye '11 have old Helstone too ; I seed 'em saddl 
little nag as I passed at back o' t' Eectory." 

The speaker was a true prophet, for the tr< 
Kttle nag's hoofs were, five minutes after, h( 
the yard ; it stopped, and a well-known nasaJ 
cried aloud — " Boy (probably addressing 

N 2 
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do usually hung about the pren 
:. to five P. M.), take my horse and 
jtabW 

ne came in, marching nimbly a 
rowner, keener, and livelier than 
Ltiftil morning, Moore: how do, 
om have we here (turning to the 
staff)? Sugden! What! you 
lirectly ? On ray word, you lose 
ne to ask explanations : your me 
to me ; are you sure you are on 
low do you mean to set about the 
1 got a warrant?" 
len has." 

1 you are going to seek him n 
ly you." 

will be spared that trouble, sir j h 
eek me. I'm just now sitting 
lis arrival." 

who is it ? One of my parishione 
ott had entered unobserved ; he n 
aister phantom, half his person b( 
jepest tint of indigo, leaning on 
er's answer to the Kector's quesi 
3e took the word; putting on a 
ok, he said, — 

B, friend of yours, Mr. Helstone ; 
often speak of." 
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aame, Joe? — ^You look well this 

\r. Moses Barraclough : t' tub 
sometimes^ I think." 
Rector, taking out his snuff-box, 
to himself a very long pinch— 
^e supposed it. Why, the pious 
jrkman of yours, Moore ? He 's 

the worse grudge I owe him, for 
tting my discarded meai against 

IS actually present at the battle 
He went there — ^wooden leg and 

Joe; "he went there on horse- 
mightn't be noticed : he was the 
a mask ; the rest only had their 

le found out?" 

;ir," said Joe : " t* maister 's not 
I 've no objections. He courted 
I sarvant lass, and so it seems she 
g to say to him ; she either didn't 
:, or she 'd some notion about his 
Happen (for women is queer 
jr that amang werseln when there 
she'd have encouraged him» in 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



SHIBLEY, 

of his leg and lis deceit — just t< 
I 've known some on 'em do as micl 
Donmest and mimest looking too- 
lean, trim young things, that loofe 
ure as daisies, and wi' time a bo< 
be nowt but stinging, venomed ne1 
)e 's a sensible feUow," inteijected '. 
owsiver, Sarah had another string 1 
Murgatroyd, one of our lads, is for 
1 judge men by their faces — ^and \ 
ng face, while Moses is none so banc 
iw — ^the lass took on wi' Fred. 1 
s sin', Murgatroyd and Moses chan 
unday night ; they 'd both come lu 
premises wi' the notion of counse 
' a bit of a walk wi' them ; they i 
3I, and Fred, was worsted : for he 'e 
and Barraclough, for all he has 01 
ost as strong as Sugden there ; ii 
hat hears him roaring at a revivj 
nay be sure he 's no weakUng,*' 
lO, you 're insupportable," here br 
. ^^ You spin out your explanatic 
>ut his sermons. The long and sh 
itroyd was jealous of Barraclougl 
as he and a friend took shelter in \ 
er, they heard and saw Moses coni 
associates within. From their d 
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was plain he had been the leader, not < 
Stilbro* Moor, but in the attack on Sykes's pi 
moreover they planned a deputation to wait 
this morning, which the tailor is to head, anc 
in the most religious and peaceM spirit, is to 
me to put the accursed thing out of my tent, 
over to Whinbury this morning, got a consta 
a warrant, and I am now waiting to give m; 
the reception he deserves: here, meantime^ 
Sykes : Mr. Helstone, you must spirit him 
feels timid at the thoughts of prosecuting." 

A gig was heard to roll into the yard : Mr 
entered; a tall stout man of about fifty, 
of feature, but feeble of physiognomy : he 
anxious. 

*^ Have they been ? Are they gone ? Ha 
got him ? Is it over ?" he asked. 

" Not yet," returned Moore with phlegm, 
are waiting for them." 

" They '11 not come ; it 's near noon : betl 
it up ; it will excite bad feeling — ^make a stir 
perhaps fatal consequences." 

" You need not appear," said Moore. *' 
meet them in the yard when they come; j 
stay here." 

" But my name must be seen in the law p 
ings : a wife and family, Mr. Moore — a m 
family make a man cautious," 
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•e looked disgusted. '* Give way, if ; 
said he; ** leave me to myself; I have 
n to act alone: only be assured you will 
fety in submission; your partner, Pean 
ay, and conceded, and forebore — well, 1 
prevent them from attempting to shoot '. 
wn house." 

' dear sir, take a little wine and wat< 
ended Mr. Helstone. The wine and wi 
)llands-and-water, as Mr. Sykes discovc 
3 had compounded and swaUowed -a Inriuam 
' thereof: it transfigured him in two joS^vi 
the colour back to his face, and made i 
«e7(7nf-valiant. He now announced' that 
e was above being trampled on by the c< 
>ple ; he was determined to endure the ii 
F the working-classes no longer ; he 
•ed of it and made up his mind to go 
; if money and spirit could put down ti 
they should be put down ; Mr. Moore mi 
) liked, but he — Christie Sykes — ^would sp 
penny in law before he would be beat 
tie them, or he 'd see." 
:e another glass," urged Mowe. 
Jykes didn't mind if he did ; this was a c 
; (Sugden had found it a warm one) ; it ^ 
y to be careful at this season of Ae yeax- 
per to take something to keep the damp o 
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he had a little cough already (here he coughed in 
attestation of tl^ fact) ; something of this oott (lift- 
ing the black bottle) was excellent taken medid'- 
nally (he poured the physic into his tumbler) ; he 
didn't make a practice of drinking ^irits in a morning, 
but occasionally it really was prudent to take pre- 
cautions. 

'^i^uite prudent, and take them by all means," 
migeS the host. 

Mr. Sykes now addressed Mr* Helstone, who 
stood im the hearth, his shoyel-hat on his head, 
watching him significantly with his little keen eyes. 

** You, sir, as a clergyman," said he, ** may feel 
it disagreeable to be present amidst scenes of hurry 
and flurry, and, I may say, peril : I dare say your 
nerves won't stand it ; you *re a man of peace, sii> 
but we manufacturers, living in the world and 
always in tunnoil, get quite belligerent. Keally 
there 's an ardour excited by the tiiou^ts of danger 
that makes my heart pant. When Mrs. Sykes is 
a&aid of the house being attacked and broke open — 
as she is every night — I get quite excited. I 
couldn't describe to you, sir, my feelings : really, if 
anybody was to come — ^thieves or anything — I be- 
lieve I should enjoy it, such is my spirit." 

The haadest of laughs, thou^ brief and low, and 
by no means insulting, was the response of &e 
Hector. Mioore would hare pressed upon the heroic 
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er a third tumbler, but the clergyman, who 
ransgressed, nor would suffer others in hia 
> to transgress the bounds of decorum, 
him. 

)ugh is as good as a feast, is it not, Mr^ 
' he said, and Mr. Sykes assented ; and then 
watched Joe Scott remove the bottle at a 
m Helstone, with a self-satisfied simper on 
and a regretful glisten in his eye. Moore 
s if he should have liked to fool him to the 
IS bent. What would a certain yoimg kins- 
of his have said, could he have seen her 
;ood, great Robert — her Coriolanus — just 
iVould she have acknowledged in that mis-» 
3 sardonic visage the same face to which 
looked up with such love, which had bent 
' with such gentleness last night ? Was that 
I who had spent so quiet an evening with 
ir and his cousin — so suave to one, so tender 
other — treading Shakspeare and listening to 
? 

It was the same man, only seen on a different 
side Caroline had not yet fairly beheld, 
perhaps she had enough sagacity faintly to 
its existence. Well, Caroline had, doubt- 
r defective side too: she was human, she 
en have been very imperfect, and had she 
)ore on his very worst side, she would pro-i 
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bably have said this to herself and exc 
Love can excuse anything except Mean 
Meanness kills Love, cripples even Nati 
tion: without Esteem, True Love can 
Moore with all his faults might be este< 
he had no moral scrofula in his mind, n 
polluting taint, such, for instance, as tha 
hood; neither was he the slave of his app< 
active life to which he had been bom and 
given him something else to do than t( 
futile chase of the pleasure-hunter: he "^ 
undegraded, the disciple of Eeason, not t 
of Sense. The same might be said of old 
neither of these two would look, think, or s 
for neither of them had the wretched bl 
which had just been put away any charms ; 1 
boast a valid claim to the proud title of *^ ] 
creation," for no animal vice was lord of tl 
looked and were superior beings to poor Sy 
A sort of gathering and trampling s 
heard in the yard, and then a pause. Moo 
to the window, Helstone followed; both 
X)ne side, the tall junior behind the u 
senior, looking forth carefully, so that they 
be visible from without, their sole coe 
what they saw was a cynical smile flashed 
other's stem eyes. 
. A flourishing oratorical cough was n( 
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his demure face and cat-like^ trustless eyes, thai 
a wooden leg and stout crutch: there was a kinc 
leer about his lips, he seemed laughing in his sk 
at some person or thing, his whole air was anytl 
but that of a true man. 

" Good-morning, Mr. Barraclough," said M( 
debonnairely, for him. 

"Peace be unto you!" was the answer: Mr. I 
raclough entirely closing his naturally half-shut € 
as he delivered it. 

*^ I'm obliged to you : peace is an excellent thi 
there's nothing I more wish for myself; but thi 
not all you have to say to me, I suppose ? I imaj 
peace is not your purpose ? " 

" As to our purpose," began Barraclough, *^ 
Mie that may sound strange, and perhaps foolisl 
ears like yours, for the childer of this world is w 
in their generation than the childer of light." 

"To the point, if you please, and let me 1 
what it is." 

" Ye 'se hear, sir ; if I cannot get it off, thei 
eleven behint can help me. It is a grand purp< 
and (changing his voice from a half-sneer to a whi 
it 's the Looard's own purpose, and that 's better.' 

"Do you want a subscription to a new Rant 
ehapel, Mr. Barraclough? Unless your errand 
something of that sort, I cannot see what you h 
to do with it." 
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to appreciate fully the uncommon elegance 
phraseology ; " it might, perhaps, justly be 
, reason rather than peace is our purpose. 
3, in the first place, to request you to 1 
)n, and should you refuse, it is my duty to y^ 

in very decided terms, that measures will 
resort to (he meant recourse), which will ] 
jr terminate in — ^in bringing you to a sens( 
mwisdom, of the — ^the foolishness, which se 
uide and guard your perceedings as a tra 

in this — ^this manufacturing part of the coun 
i! . . * . sir, I would beg to allude 

furriner, coming from a distant coast, anoi 
ter and hemisphere of this globe, thrown, \ 

say, a perfect outcast on these shores— 
; of Albion — ^you have not that understam 
luz and wer ways which might conduce to 
jfit of the working-classes. If, to come at ( 
►artic'lars, you'd consider to give up this ] 
, and go without fiirther protractions stra 
e to where you belong, it 'ud happen b( 
. I can see naught ageean such a plan. T\ 

ye to say tull't, lads?" turning round to 

ir members of the deputation, who respor 

tilmously, *^ Hear ! hear 1 " 

Brayvo, Noah o' Tim's 1" murmured Joe 

who stood behind Mr. Moore. ^^ Moses 'II 

3eat that — Cliffs 'o Albion, and t 'other hemisp! 



pE 
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! Did ye come fjco' th' A 
Moses is dished." 
bowever, refused to be dishe 
try again. Casting a soi 
" Noah o' Tim's," he laimd 
now he spoke in a serious to 
rcafim which he found had no 
jr you set up the pole o' yon 
core, we lived i' peace and q 
t in all loying-kindness. I 
erson as yet, but I can ren 
naybe some twenty year^^ 
'e encouraged and respected^ 
r had ventured to introdui 
which is so pernicious. ]S 
jsser myself, but by trade a 
lieart is of a soffcish natur^ 
a, and when I see my brethi 
eat namesake of old, I stan 
intent, I this day speak i 
id advises you to part wi' 
, and tak' on more hands." 
if I don't follow your advic 

iooard pardon you. The 1 
sur!" 

ou in connection with th 
Barradough?" 
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"Praise God! Bless His Name! 
Methody!" 

*^ Which in no respect prevents 
at the same time a drunkard and 
saw you one night a week ago ' 
by the roadside, as I returned from 1 
and while you preach peace, you n 
ness of your life to stir up dissei 
more sympathize with the poor who 
than you sympathize with me: you 
outrage for bad purposes of your o> 
individual called Noah o' Tim's, 
restless, meddling, impudent scoi 
chief motive-principle is a selfish ar 
gerous as it is puerile. The persi 
are some of them honest though misg 
you two I count altogether bad." 

Barraclough was going to speak. 

" Silence ! You have' had your say 
have mine. As to being dictated to 
Jack, Jem, or Jonathan on earth, I si 
for a moment. You desire me to qi 
you request me to part with my mac 
I refuse, you threaten me. I do 
blank ! Here I stay ; and by this m; 
into it will I convey the best mac! 
can fiirnish. What will you do ? T 
can do — and this you will never da 

VOL. I. 
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wn my mill, destroy its contents 
Tiat then? Suppose that buil< 
d I was a corpse, what then? 
iese two scamps, would that sto 
ist science ? — Not for the fraction 
! Another and better gig-mill w 
IS of this, and perhaps a more 
^me in my place. Hear me ! — I 
I please, and according to the I 
[n its manufacture I will employ 
. Whoever, after hearing this, g 
t with me, may just take the co 
ople shall prove I 'm in earnest." 
whistled shrill and loud. Sugde 
rant came on to the scene. 
5 turned sharply to Barraclough : 
o'," said he; *^I have proof of thai 
loor, — you wore a mask, — you kn 
my men with your own hanc 
of the Gospel ! Sugden, arrest 
was captured. There was a cry 
e, but the right hand which all 
hidden in Moore's breast, reappe 
toL 

L barrels are loaded," said he. * 
edl— keep off!" 

ng backwards, facing the foe as ] 
his prey to the counting-house, 
t to pass in with Sugden and th 
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id to bolt the door Inside. For himself, 1 
wjkwards and forwards along the front of 
oking meditatively on the ground, his han( 
irelessly by his side, but still holding t 
he eleven remaining deputies watched 1 
me, talking under their breath to each 
i^h one of them approached. This ms 
jry different from either of the two who 
ously spoken: he was hard-favoured, bui 
id manly-looking. 

"I Ve not much faith i' Moses Barracloi 
5 ; " and I would speak a word to you mj 
[core. It 's out o' no ill-will that I 'm her 
irt; it's just to mak' a effort to get things strs 
r they 're sorely a crooked. Ye see we 'r( 
urry ill off: wer families is poor and pined 
irown out o' work wi' these frames: w( 
)ught to do : we can earn nought. Whj 
me? Mun we say, wisht! and lig us < 
je? Nay: IVe no grand words at mj 
id, Mr* Moore, but I feel that it wad 
rinciple for a reasonable man to starve to 

dumb cratur': — I wiUn't do't. I'n 
ledding blood: I'd neither kill a man n 
lan; and I'm not for pulling down : 
reaking machines : for, as ye say, that wa 
1 11 niver stop invention ; but I '11 talk,— 
\ big a din as ever I can. Invention e 

c 
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but I know it isn't right for poor 
Them that governs mun find a wa 
ley mun mak' fresh orderations. ^ 
hard to do: — so mich louder mun -< 
5n, for so much slacker will t' Parliai 
et on to a tough job." 
3rry the Parliament-men as much 
' said Moore ; ^^ but to worry the mi] 
rd ; and I, for one, won't stand it." 
i're a raight hard 'un!" returned t] 
^^ Will n't ye gie us a bit o' time?- 
lent to mak' your changes rather more 
a T the whole body of clothiers in Yc 
r me that!" 
're yourseln." 

d only myself; and if I stopped by 
mt, while others are rushing on, I si 
L down. If I did as you wish me 

be bankrupt in a month: and w( 
ptcy put bread into your hungry c 
? William Farren, neither to your c 
:hat of any other, will I submit. , TaJ 
3 about machinery ; I will have my o 
yet new frames in to-morrow : — If y< 
'. would still get more. I'll never givt 
I the mill-bell rang twelve o'clock : it 

hour. Moore abruptly turned fi 
ion and re-entered his counting-house 
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His last words had left a bad, harsh impression : 
he, at least, had ^* failed in the disposing of a chance 
he was lord of." B7 speaking kindly to William 
Tarren, — ^who was a very honest man, without envy 
or hatred of those more happily circumstanced than 
himself; thinking it no hardship and no injustice to 
be forced to live by labour ; disposed to be honour- 
ably content if he could but get work to do, — 
Moore might have made a friend. It seemed won- 
derful how he could turn from such a man without a 
conciliatoiy or a sympathizing expression. The poor 
fellow's face looked haggard with want : he had the 
aspect of a man who had not known what it was to , 
live in comfort and plenty for weeks, perhaps months 
past ; and yet there was no ferocity, no malignity in 
his countenance : it was worn, dejected, austere, but 
still patient. How could Moore leave him thus, 
with the words *^I'll never give in," and not a 
whisper of good-will, or hope, or aid? 

Farren, as he went home to his cottage,— once, in 
better times, a decent, clean, pleasant place ; but now, 
though still clean, very dreary, because so poor — 
asked himself this question. He concluded that the 
foreign mill-owner was a selfish, an unfeeling, and, 
he thought, too, a foolish man. It appeared to him 
that emigration, had he only the means to emigrate, 
would be preferable to service under such a master. 
He felt much cast down, — almost hopeless. 
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On his entrance, his wife served out, in orderly 
rt, such dinner as she had to give him and the 
ims :< it was only porridge, and too little of thati 
>me of the younger children asked for notore when 
ey had done their portion — an application which 
sturbed William much: while his wife quieted 
em as well as she could, he left his seat, and went 

the door. He whistled a cheery stave, which did 
it, however, prevent a broad drop or two (much 
ore like the ^^ first of a thunder-shower " than those 
liich oozed from the wound of the gladiator) from 
tthering on the lids of his gray eyes, and plashing 
ence to the threshold He cleared his vision with 
s sleeve, and the melting mood over, a very stem 
le followed. 

He still stood brooding in silence, when a gentleman 

black came up — a clergyman, it might be seen at 
ice ; but neither Helstone, nor Malone, nor Donn^ 
)r Sweeting. He might be forty years old ; he was 
ain-looking, dark-complexioned, and already rather 
•ay-haired. He stooped a little in walking. His 
^untenance, as he came on, wore an abstracted and 
•mewhat doleftd air ; but, in approaching Farren, he 
oked up, and then a hearty ezpreasion '"—^--^^ 
le preoccupied, serious face. 

*^ Is it you, William ? How are you ? 

" Middling, Mr. Hall : how are ye ? 
L and rest ye?" 
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Hall, whose name the reader has see: 
before, (and who, indeed, was vicar of Ni 
ch parish Farren was a native, and fro|ft ^ 
d removed but three years ago to re 
ield, for the convenience of being near H( 
where he had obtained work) enter 
e, and, Jfaving greeted the goodwife a 
5n, sat down. He proceeded to talk very 
tbout the length of time that had elapsec 
nily quitted his parish, the changes whi< 
ed since ; he Jinswered questions touchi 
Margaret, who was inquired after with 
it ; he asked questions in his turn, and i 
ig hastily and anxiously round throu| 
3les (he wore spectacles, for he was 
1) at the bare room, and at the meagre ai 
f the circle about him — for the childre 
round his knee, and the father and i 
)efore him — ^he said, abruptly, — 
ad how are you all ? How do you get c 
Hall, be it remarked, though an accomj 
•, not only spoke with a strong northern s 
a occasion, used freely north-country e 

e get on poorly," said William: ^*we 
work. I 've selled most o' t' household 
may see ; and what we 're to do next 
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Elas Mr. Moore turned you off?" 
tie has turned us off; and I 've sict 
m now, that I think, if he 'd tak' me 
ow, I wouldn't work for him." 
[t is not like you to say so, William. 
[ know it isn't; but I'm getting 
il' : I feel I am changing. I wc|^ n 
IS and t' wife had enough to live on ; 

led — ^they 're pined " 

Well, my lad, and so are you; I i 
je are grievous times ; I see sufferinj 
. William, sit down ; Grace, sit d 
it over," 

nd in order the better to talk it ov( 
1 the least of the children on to 1 
id his hand on the head of the nes 
1 the small things began to chatter h 
I ^^ Whisht !" and, fixing his eyes c 
3garded the handful of embers whicl 
gravely. 

Sad times ! " he said, " and they last 
ivill of God : His will be done ! but I 
itmost." 

gain he reflected. 

You 've no money, William, and yoi 
could sell to raise a small sum ?" 
No ; I 've selled t' chest o' drawers, 
t' bit of a mahogany stand, and t' ^ 
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■tray and set o' cheeney 
1 when we were wed." 
'And if somebody lent ; 
L make any good use of 
T way of doing somethii 
Tarren did not answer ; 
y, I 'm sure he could, s 
pj is our William. If 1 
3ould begin selling stuff 
^ Could you, WiUiam?" 
•Please God," returned 
Id buy groceries, and bi 
It I thought would sell, 
at first." 

■ And you know, sir," i 
3 William would neit 
;te in any way. H< 
uld n't praise him, but 
erer, honester man i' Ei 
^Well, I'll speak to 
link I can promise to le 

two: as a loan, ye mind, 

it back." 

^* I understand, sir : ] 

that." 

" Meantime, there 's a ft 

^"'^t to keep the pot be 
w, bairns, stand up in 
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wliile your mother goes and buys some din 
uVe not had much to-day, I'll be bo 
egin, Ben. What is your name ?" 
Hall stayed till Grace came back; thei 
took his leave, shaking hands with 1 
i and his wife: just at the door, he sai( 
L few brief but very earnest words of relig 
ition and exhortation : with a mutual *^ 
roxxy sir I " " God bless you, ray fiienc 
sparated. 
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CHAPTEI 
BRIARMA 

, Helstone and S 
jocose and congratu 
I returned to them af 

he was so quiet, 
lents upon his firm 
Eince so like a still, ( 

breezeless, that the 
Y into his eyes, buttc 

coat, and said to Sj 
Lte enough to enabl 
where his presence a 
): — 

ne, sir; your road 
:: had we not bette 

We'll bid Moore g 
the happy fancies h 

d where is Sugde 

up- 
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:ied Helstone. " I 've ni 
you were busy. I 'v 
;tle: I flatter myself, not 
ht it better not to lose ti 
parleying with that down- 
1, I think his name is, I 
shouted to Murgatroyd, ^ 
•ing Mr. Sykes's gig round 
and brother Moses — woo 
he aperture, and saw them 
th our good friend Sykes's 
Sugden took the reins — ^hi 
n another quarter of ai 
)e safe in Stilbro' jail." 
thank you," said Moore 
tlemen," he added, and so 
) the door and saw them 

urn, serious man the rest 
even bandy a repartee w 
a part, said to his master o 
;ely necessary to the pro| 
jd at him a good deal oul 
es, frequently came to pc 
'e for him, and once, as 
t day (the mill was then ^ 
io the slackness of trade), o 
nd evening, and he "cou 
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Mr. Moore to tak' a bit of a walk up th' Hollow ; it 
would do him good." 

At this recommendation, Mr. Moore burst into a 
short laugh, and after demanding of Joe what all 
this solicitude meant, and whether he took him for 
a woman or a child, seized the keys from his hand, 
and shoved him by the shoulders out of his presence. 
He called him back, however, ere he had reached the 
yard-gate, 

*^ Joe, do you know those Farrens ? They are 
not well off, I suppose?" 

^^ They cannot be well off, sir, when they've not 
had work as a three month. Ye 'd see yoursel* 'at 
William's sorely changed, — fair pared: they've 
selled most o' t' stuff out o' th' house." 

*^ He was not a bad workman ?" 

" Ye never had a better, sir, sin' ye began trade." 

'^ And decent people — the whole family?" 

" Niver dacenter : th' wife 's a raight cant body, 
and as clean — — I ye mught eat your porridge of 
th' house floor : they 're sorely corned down. I wish 
William could get a job as gardener or summat i' 
that way ; he understands gardening weel. He once 
lived wi' a Scotchman that tached him the mysteries 
o' that craft, as they say." 

" Now, then, you can go, Joe ; you need not stand 
there staring at me." 

^* Ye 've no orders to give, sir?" 
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tor you to take yourself off.' 
id accordingly. 



lings are often cold and raw, a 
id been a fine day, warm even 
d meridian simshine, the air chil 
;round crisped, and ere dusk, a h< 
liously stealing over growing gr 
bud. It whitened the pavement 
nains (Mr. Yorke's residence), a 
voc among the tender plants in 
1 the mossy level of his lawn, 
•ee, strong-trunked and broad-arm 
the gable nearest the road, it seen 
ig-night frost to harm its still b 
o did the leafless grove of wain 
behind the house. 

of the moonless if starry night, lig 
shone vividly: this was no dark 
lor even a silent one. Briarma 
highway ; it was rather an old pla 
built ere that highway was cut, s 
winding up through fields was i 
ducting to it. Briarfield lay sea 
hum was heard, its glare distinc 
lapel, a large, new, raw, Wedej 
p, rose but a hundred yards distai 
as even now a prayer-meeting bei 
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held within its walls, the iUumination of its windows 
cast a bright reflection on the road, while a hynm 
of a most extraordinary description, such as a very 
Quaker might feel himself moved by the spirit 
to dance to, roused cheerily all the echoes of the 
vicinage. The words were distinctly audible by 
snatches: here is a quotation or two from diflerent 
strains ; for the singers passed jauntily from hynm 
to hymn and from tune to tune, with an ease and 
buoyancy all their own. 

" Oh ! who can explain 

This straggle for life, 
This travail and pain. 

This tresabling and strife ? 
Pkgoe, earthquake, and famine, 

And tamuU and war, 
The wonderful coming 

Of Jesus dedare ! 

" For every fight 

Is dreadful and loud, — 
The warrior's delight 

Is slaughter and blood; 
His foes overturning. 

Till all shall expire, — 
And this is with burning, 

And fuel, and fire ! " 

Here fdlowed an interval of clamorous prayer, 
accompanied by fearful groans. A shout of " I 've 
found liberty !" "Doad o' BiU's has fun' Hberty I" 
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chapel, and out all the ass( 



Tiat a mercy is this ! 

Tiat a heaven of bliss ! 

r unspeakably happy am I ! 

athered into the fold, 

''ith thy people enroU'd, 

1 thy people to live and to die ! 

h ! the goodness of God 
L employing a clod 
tribute of glory to raise ; 
is standard to bear, 
ad with triumph declare 
unspeakable riches of grace ! 

b, the fathomless love, 
tiat has deigned to approve 

prosper the work of my hands ; 
1th my pastoral crook, 
went over the brook, 

behold I am spread into bands ! 

ho, I ask in amaze, 
ath begotten me these ? 
inquire from what quarter they came ; 
y full heart it replies, 
ley are bom from the skies, 
gives glory to God and the Lamb ! " 

hich followed this, after anothei 
aum of shouts, yells, ejacula 
jonized groans, seemed to caj 
and zeaL 
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" Sleeping on the brink of sin, 
Tophet gaped to take us in ; 
Mercy to our rescue flew,— 
Broke the snare, and brought us through. 

" Here, as in a lion's den, 
Undevoured we still remain ; 
Pass secure the watery flood. 
Hanging on the arm of God. 

« Here '' 

(Terrible, most distracting to the ear was the 
trained shout in which the last stanza was given). 

" Here we raise our voices higher, 
Shout in the refiner's fire ; 
Clap our hands amidst the flame, 
Glory give to Jesus' name ! ** 

The roof of the chapel did not fly off; which speaks 
(Tolumes in praise of its solid slating. 

But if Briar-chapel seemed alive, so also did Briar- 
nains: though certainly the mansion appeared to 
mjoy a quieter phase of existence than the temple ; 
jome of its windows too were a-glow: the lower 
casements opened upon the lawn, curtains concealed 
ihe interior, and partly obscured the ray of the 
candles which lit it, but they did not entirely muflEle 
the sound of voice and laughter. We are privileged 
;o enter that front-door, and to penetrate to the 
lomestic sanctum. 

It is not the presence of company which makes 

VOL. I. p 
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rke's habitation lively, for tl 
t save his own family, and i 

in that farthest room to th< 
lour. 

is the usual sitting-room of 
Lndows would be seen by dayli 
y-stained glass — purple and 
lant hues, glittering round a g 
1 in the [centre of each, repr 
ad of William Shakspeare, an 
)hn Milton. Some Canadian vi 
— ^green forest and blue water-s 
IJidst of them blazes a night 
\; very ardently it glows, con 
Foam and azure of cataracts, ai 
• woods. 

re illuminating this room, reade 
5 a southern, you do not often 
earth of a private apartment ; 

fire, heaped high in the am] 
le will have such fires even in w 

he sits beside it with a book ii 
ad stand at his elbow supportiuj 
\ not reading, he is watching 
to him sits his lady — a persor 
scribe minutely, but I feel no 

I see her, though, very plainlj 
i'oman of the gravest aspect, i 
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id on her shoulders — ^but not overw 
)le care — ^rather the sort of voluntai 
bud and burden people ever carry w 
duty to be gloomy. Ah, well-a-dj 
had that notion, and grave as Sai 
trning, noon, and night ; and hard t] 
; of any unhappy wight — especially 
sex — ^who dared in her presence to 
a gay heart on a sunny countenance, 
ion, to be mirthful was to be profar 
1 was to be frivolous: she drew 
IS. Yet she was a very good wife 
mother, looked after her children unc 
Lcerely attached to her husband; < 
►f it was, if she could have had her 
lot have permitted him to have any 
rid beside herself: all his relatic 
•rtable to her, and she kept them 

Torke and she agreed perfectly well 
turaUy a social, hospitable man — an 
Hy unity — and in his youth, as has b 
i none but lively cheerful women, 
er — how they contrived to suit each 
3m puzzling enough, but which migh 
f one had time to go into the analys 
Suffice it here to say, that York 
y as well as a sunny side to his chara 

p 
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bis shadowy side found sympathy an( 
fv^hole of his wife's uniformly overc 
:he rest, she was a strong-minded wo: 
I weak or a trite thing ; took stern, 
5 of society, and rather cynical ones 
•e ; considered herself perfect and si 
Df the world all wrong. Her main 
ling, eternal, immitigable suspicion 
;s, creeds, and parties : this suspicion 
e her eyes, a false guide in her patl 
)oked, wherever she turned, 
may be supposed that the childrei 
wete not likely to turn out quit 
aon-place beings ; and they were nol 
>f them, reader : the youngest is a I 
er's knee ; it is all her own yet — ar 
Las not yet begun to doubt, suspect, c 
es its sustenance from her, it hang 
8 to her, it loves her above everyth 
rorld : she is sure of that, because, ai 
it cannot be otherwise, therefore she 
le two next are girls. Rose and Jess; 
now at their father's knee; they 
their mother, except when obligee 
, the elder, is twelve years old; she 
r, — ^the most like him of the whole j 
a, granite head copied in ivory ; all is 
ir and line. Yorke himself has a ] 
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igliter's IS not liarsh^ neither is i 
imple^ — childlike in feature ; th 
: as to the gray eyes, they are 
te, — a serious soul lights them, 
it it will mature, if the body liv( 
nor mother have a spirit to c( 
ang of the essence of each, it ^ 

than either, — stronger, mucl 
g. Sose is a stiU, sometimes, i 
lier mother wants to make < 
L as she is herself, — a womar 
duties, — and Rose has a mind 
?rith the germs of ideas her 

It is agony to her often to hi 
sd on and repressed. She has 
ut if hard driven, she wiU reb( 
i wiU be once for aU. Rose lo 
ber does not rule her with a roc 
her. He sometimes fears st 
jht are the sparks of intelligc 
ts, flash from her glance, axid 
ye. This idea makes him oft( 



3 



bas no idea that little Jessy \^ 
so gay and chattering, arch- 
passionate when provoked, bi 
if caressed ; by turns gentle 
g yet generous; fearless — of 1 
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Instance, whose irrationally hard and strict rule she 
has often defied — yet reliant on any who will help 
her. Jessy, with her little piquant face, engaging 
prattle, and winning ways, is made to be a pet ; and 
her father's pet she accordingly is. It is odd that the 
doll should resemble her mother feature by feature, 
as Rose resembles her father, and yet the phy- 
siognomy — ^how different ! 

Mr. Yorke, if a magic mirror were now held before 
you, and if therein were shown you your two 
daughters as they wiU be twenty years from this 
night, what would you think? The magic mirror is 
here : you shall learn their destinies — and first that of 
your little life, Jessy. 

^' Do you know this place ? No, you never saw 
it ; but you recognise the nature of these trees, this 
foliage, — ^the cypress, the willow, the yew. Stone 
crosses like these are not unfamiliar to you, nor are 
these dim garlands of everlasting flowers. Here is 
the place ; green sod and a gray marble headstone — 
Jessy sleeps belbw. She lived through an April 
day ; much loved was she, much loving. She often, 
in her brief life, shed tears, she had frequent sor- 
rows ; she smiled between, gladdening whatever saw 
her. Her death was tranquil and happy in Rose's 
guardian arms, for Rose had been her stay and 
defence through many trials: the dying and the 
watching English girls were at that hour alone in a 
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foreign country, and the soil of thi 
Jessy a grave. 

Now, behold Kose, two years lat 
and garlands looked strange, but the 
of this landscape look still stranger, 
far from England : remote must be 
wear that wild, luxuriant aspect, 
virgin solitude: unknown birds fli 
skirts of that forest; no Europea 
whose banks Kose sits thinking. ' 
Yorkshire girl is a lonely emigrant 
of the southern hemisphere. Will 
back ? 

The three eldest of the family are 
thew, Mark, and Martin. They are 
in that comer, engaged in some { 
their three heads : much alike at a & 
second, different ; at a third, con 
haired, dark-eyed, red-dieeked, are 
small English features they aU posi 
blended resemblance to sire and nioi 
distinctive physiognomy, mark of a i 
ter, belongs to each. 

I shall not say much about Matthe 
of the house ; though it is impossible 
at him long, and conjecturing wha 
visage hides or indicates. He is r 
boy : that jet-black hair, white broTV 
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those quick, dark eyes, are good poir 
ly. How is it that, look as long as yoi 

but one object in the room, and th« 
lister, to which Matthew's face seems t( 
ty, and of which, ever and anon, it re: 
angely — ^the eruption of Vesuvius. ] 
low seem the component parts of that 
o daylight in it, and no sunshine, ai 
)ol moonbeam ever shone there. He 1 
frame, but, apparently, not an English 
uld say, an Italian stiletto in a shes 
workmanship. He is crossed in the gi 
his scowL Mr. Yorke sees it, and wha 
^ In a low voice, he pleads: "Marl 
don't anger your brother." And this i 
e adopted by both parents. Theoret; 
ery partiality ; no rights of primogenitu 
Uowed in that house ; but Matthew is 
3xed, never to be opposed : they avert ] 
Tom him as assiduously as they would 
tn a barrel of gunpowder. ^^ Concede 

is their motto wherever he is cono 
publicans are fast making a tyrant of 
%h and blood. This the younger scions 
il, and at heart they all rebel againj 
e: they cannot read their parents' mo 
aly see the difference of treatment. 
3-teeth are already sown amongst Mr. Y 
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young olive-branches: discord will one day be the 
harvest. 

Mark is a bonnie looking boy^ the most regular* 
featured of the fiumly ; he is exceedingly calm ; his 
smile is shrewd ; he can say the driest^ most cutting 
things in the quietest of tones. Despite his tran- 
quillity^ a somewhat heavy brow speaks temper^ and 
leminds you that the smoothest waters are not 
always the safest. Besides^ he is too stilly unmoved^ 
phlegmatic, to be happy. Life will never have 
much joy in it for Mark : by the time he is five-and- 
twenty, he will wonder why people ever laugh, and 
think all fools who seem merry. Poetry will not 
exist for Mark, either in literature or in life; its 
best effusions will sound to him mere rant and 
jargon: enthuraasm will be his aversion and con- 
tempt. Mark will have no youth : while he looks 
juvenile and blooming, he will be already middle- 
aged in mind. His body is now fourteen years of 
age, but his soul is already thirty. 

Martin, the youngest of the thnee, owns another 
nature. Life may, or may not, be brief for him; 
but it will certainly be brilliant: he will pass through 
aU its illusions, half believe in them, wholly enjoy 
them, then outlive them. That boy is not hand- 
some — not so handsome as either of his brothers : he 
is plain ; there is a husk upon him, a dry shell, and 
he will wear it till he is near twenty ; then he will 
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off: about that period, he will make himself 
>me. He will wear uncouth manners till that 
perhaps homely garments; but the chrysalis 
jtain the power of transfiguring itself into the 
fly, and such transfiguration will, in due 
, take place. For a space, he will be vain, 
)ly a downright puppy, eager for pleasure, and 
lis of admiration ; athirst, too, for knowledge. 
U want aU that the world can give him, both 
oyment and lore ; he wlQ, perhaps, take deep 
its at each fount. That thirst satisfied— what 
I know not. Martin might be a remarkable 
whether he will or not, the seer is powerless 
diet : on that subject, there has been no open 

:e Mr. Yorke's family in the aggregate, thare 
auch mental power in those six young heads, as 
originality, as much activity and vigour of 
ag — divided amongst half a dozen common- 
broods — ^would give to each rather more than 
erage amount of sense and capacity. Mr. 
knows this, and is proud of his race. York- 
las such fiunilies here and there amongst her 
nd wolds — ^peculiar, racy, vigorous ; of good 
and strong brain; turbulent somewl 
)f their strength, and intractable in tl 
native powers; wantiag polish, wan 
ion, wanting docility, but sound, spu 
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true-bred as the eagle on the cliff or the steed i 
steppe. 

A low tap is heard at the parlour door; the 
have been making such a noise over their gam( 
little Jessy, besides, has been singing so sw 
Scotch song to her father — ^who delights in S 
and Italian songs, and has taught his musical 
daughter some of the best — ^that the ring at the 
door was not observed. 

" Come in," says Mrs. Yorke, in that conscienti 
constrained and solemnized voice of hers ; whicl 
modulates itself to a funereal dreariness of tone, tl 
the subject it is exercised upon be but to give c 
for the making of a pudding in the kitchen, to b: 
boys hang up their caps in the hall, or to cal 
girls to their sewing: *^Come in!" And in 
Eobert Moore. 

Moore's habitual gravity, as well as his absten 
ness (for the case of spirit-decanters is never or 
up when he pays an evening visit), has so far r( 
mended him to Mrs. Yorke, that she has no 
made him the subject of private animadversions 
her husband : she has not yet found out that 
hampered by a secret intrigue which prevents 
from marrying, or that he is a wolf in sheep's < 
ing; discoveries which she made at an early 
after marriage concerning most of her husl 
bachelor friends, and excluded them from her 
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accordingly : which part of her condu 
might be said to have its just and sensible 
its harsh side. 

*^ Well, is it you ? " she says to Mr. M 
comes up to her and gives his hand. " W 
roving about at this time of night for ? "! 
be at home." 

*^ Can a single man be said to have a home 
he asks. 

"Pooh!" says Mrs. Yorke, who despis 
tional smoothness quite as much as her hui 
and practises it as little, and whose plain s] 
aU occasions, is carried to a point calculated, 
to awaken admiration, but offcener alam 
you need not talk nonsense to me ; a sing] 
have a home if he likes. Pray, does not 
make a home for you ?" 

" Not she," joined in Mr. Yorke. *^ I 
an honest lass ; but when I was Robert's 
five or six sisters, all as decent and proper 
but you see, Hesther, for all that, it did 
me from looking out for a wife." 

" And sorely he has repented marrying 
Mrs. Yorke, who liked occasionally to a 
jest against matrimony, even though it sh 
her own expense. " He has repented it ii 
and ashes, Robert Moore, as you may w 
when you see his punishment (here she 
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her clnldren). Who would burden the: 
such a set of great, rough lads as those, 
help it ? It is not only bringing them in 
though that is bad enough, but they are 
to clothe, to rear, to settle in life. You 
you feel tempted to marry, think of o 
and two daughters, and look twice befor 

^^I am not tempted now, at any i 
these are not times for marrying or gi 
riage.** 

A lugubrious sentiment of this sort 
obtain Mrs. Yorke's approbation: she 
groaned acquiescence ; but in a minute 

*^ I make little accoimt of the wisdom 
of your age ; it will be upset by the fi: 
crosses you. Meantime, sit down, sir : 
I suppose, as well sitting as standiug?" 

This was her way of inviting her gu^ 

^ chair ; he had no sooner obeyed her, thj 

I J"^ •jumped jfrom her father's knee, and i 

f Moore's arms, which were very prompt] 

receive her. 

**You talk of marrying him," said 
mother, quite indignantly, as she was lii 
his knee, *^and he is married now, or 
promised Ihat I should be his wife last 
first time he saw me in my new white f 
sash. Didn't he, father?" (These chile 
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accustomed to say papa and mama; their mot! 
would allow no such *^ namby-pamby.") 

* J^ Ay, my little lassie, he promised ; I '11 be 
witness. But make him say it over again no 
Jessy : such as he are only false loons." 

" He is not false : he is too bonnie to be fals< 
said Jessy, looking up to her tall sweetheart with t 
fullest confidence in his faith. 

*^ Bonnie ! " cried Mr. Yorke ; *^ that 's the rea8< 
that he should be, and proof that he is — sl scoundre 

**But he looks too sorrowful to be false," he 
interposed a quiet voice from behind the fathe 
chair. " If he were always laughing, I should thii 
he forgot promises soon, but Mr. Moore ne^ 
laughs." 

*^ Your sentimental buck is the greatest cheat 
all, Kose," remarked Mr. Yorke. 

** He 's not sentimental," said Kose. 

Mr. Moore turned to her with a little surprise, 
smiling at the same time. 

*^ How do you know I am not sc 
Eose?" 

^^ Because I heard a lady say you were i 

" VoiB, qui devient interessant ! " excl 
Yorke, hitching his chair nearer the fire. 
That has quite a romantic twang: we d 
who it is. Rosy, whisper the name lo^ 
father : don't let him hear." 
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*^ Rose, don't be too forward to talk/' here inter- 
rupted Mrs. Yorke, In her usual kill-joy fashion; 
*^nor Jessy either: it becomes all children, M- 
pecially girls, to be silent in the presence of their 
elders." 

"Why have we tongues, then?" asked Jessy, 
pertly ; while Rose only looked at her mother with 
an expression that seemed to say, she should take 
that maxim in, and think it over at her leisure. 
After two minutes' grave deliberation, she asked, — 

*^ And why especially girls, mother ?" 

" Firstly, because I say so ; and secondly, be- 
cause discretion and reserve is a girl's best wis- 
dom." 
• *^ My dear madam," observed Moore, " what you 
say is excellent : it reminds me, indeed, of my dear 
sister's observations ; but really it is not applicable 
to these little ones. Let Rose and Jessy talk to 
me freely, or my chief pleasure in coming here is 
gone. I like their prattle :^it does me good." 

"Does it not?" asked Jessy. "More good than 
if the rough lads came round you: you caU them 
rough, mother, yourself;" 

*^ Yes, mignonne, a thousand times more good : I 
have rough lads enough about me all day long, 
poulet." 

" There are plenty of people," continued she, 
** who take notice of the boys : all my uncles and 
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aunts seem to think their nephews better than i 
nieces ; and when gentlemen come here to din 
ifi always Matthew, and Mark, and Martin, thai 
talked to, and never Kose and me, Mr. Moo 
our friend, and we 'U keep him : but, mind I 
he 's not so much your friend as he is mine : 
my particular acquaintance ; remember that ! " 
she held up her small hand with an admoni 
gesture. 

Rose was quite accustomed to be admonishe 

that small hand ; her will daily bent itself to 

of the impetuous little Jessy: she was guide 

I overruled by Jessy in a thousand things. Oj 

1: occasions of show and pleasure, Jessy took the 

;, and Rose feU quietly into the background ; whe 

i' when the disagreeables of life — its work and 

vations were in question. Rose instinctively 
upon her, in addition to her own share^ what 
i_ could of her sister's. Jessy had already settle 

f . in her mind that she, when she was old enough, 

was to be married ; Rose, she decided, must be an 
old maid, to live with her, look after her children, 
keep her house. This state of things is not un- 
common between two sisters, where one is plain and 
the other pretty ; but in this case, if there was a 
difference in external appearance. Rose* had the 
advantage : her face was more regular-featured than 
that of the piquant little Jessy. Jessy, however, 
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was destined to possess, along with sprightly intelli- 
gence and vivacious feeling, the gift of fascination, 
the power to charm when, where, and whom she 
•would. Rose was to have a fine, generous soul, a 
noble intellect profoundly cultivated, a heart as true 
as steel, but the manner to attract was not to be hers. 

*^ Now, Rose, tell me the name of this lady who 
denied that I was sentimental," urged Mr. Moore. 

Bose had no idea of tantalization, or she would 
have held him a while in doubt; she answered 
briefly : — 

*^ I can't : I don't know her name." 

** Describe her to me : what was she like ? Where 
did you see her?" 

**When Jessy and I went to spend the day at 
Whinbury with Kate and Susan Pearson, who were 
just come home from school^ there was a party at 
Mrs. Pearson's, and some grown-up ladies were 
sitting in a comer of the drawing-room talkiug about 
you." 

'^ Did you know none of them ? " 

*^ Biumah, and Harriet, and Dora, and Mary 
Syles." 

** Good. Were they abusing me. Rosy ? " . 

^* Some of them were : they called you a misan- 
thrope : I remember the word — I looked for it in 
the dictionary when I came home : it means a man- 
hater." 

VOL. I. Q 
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"What besides?" 

" Hazmah Sjkes said joa were a solemn pa 

" Better I** ericd Mr. Yorke, laDgbbig. 
excdUent I Hasnah — that 's the one with tl 
hair: a fine girl, b«t half-witted.'*' 

'^ She has wit enoo^ lor me^ it appears, 
Moore^ " A scdeoaii puppy^ indeed! WeE^ 
go on." 

'^ Miss Pearson said she hdie^ed there was i 
deal of affectation abouit you, and that witl 
dark hair and pale face^ you looked to her lik 
sort of a sentimental noodle*" 

Again Mr. Yorice laughed r Mrs. Yodki 
joined in this time. " You see in what eatec 
are hdid behind jour badc^** said die; ^'jet 
lieye that 'Miss Pears<» wo«iId like to catdb 
she set her cap at jou when you first came iz 
country, dd as she is;." 

^'And who eontnuCeted h&r, Bcay?" in 
Moore. 

^^ A lady whom I don't know, becaose die 
visits hare, thoi^h I see her ereiy Sunday at d 
she sits in the pew near the pulpit I genaraHy 
look at her, instead of looking at my prayet^Jbodc > 
for she is like a picture in our dinuig-ro'^""'^ ^hat 
woman with the dove in her hand: at ksas 
eyes like it, and a nose too, a straight ] 
makes all her face look, somehow, what I a 
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Lnd 70a don't know ber!" exdb 

e of exceeding surprise. ** 

Mr. Moore, I ofien ironder 

Id mjr sister Utss; I am sure si 

T time in dns : <xie is continn 

she is quite ignorsnt of som 

everybody else knows. To tt 

oly to dmr^ ercry Sunday^ 

e-tinie at one partieidar persox 

as asking thai perion's nam 

ine Helstone^ the Hector's idee 

K>iit it. Miss Hebtone was q 

Pearson: she said, ^Bobert H 

^ nor sentimental; yon mista 

y, or rather not one of you h 

thing about it' Now, diall I tdl ] 

like ? I can tell what people are like 

are dressed better than Boee can." 

*" Let us hear.'* 

^^ She is nice ; ^ is £Eur ; she hai 
slender throat; she has long curls, 
they hang loose and soft, their colo 
not dark; she speaks quietly, witii 
she never makes a bustle in mov 
wears a grey silk dress; she is nea 
'^1, and her shoes, and her glorc 
1 what I call a lady^ and whei 
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mean to be like her. Shall I sui 
ill you really marry me ? " 
stroked Jessy's hair: for a m 
8 if he would draw her nearer to 
i put her £t little farther off. 
you won't have me ? You 

; Jessy, you care nothing about 
le to see me now at the Hollow/' 
ise you don^t ask me.'' 
•on Mr. Moore gave both the littl 
to pay him a visit next day, p 
J was going to Stilbro' in the mo; 
J them each a present, of what i 
t then declare, but they must c 
y was about to reply, when oi 
pectedly broke in. 
)W that Miss Helstone you have 
\ about : she's an ugly girl. I 1 
I womenites. I wonder what tl 

In !" said his father — ^for Martin 
ily answered by turning his cynic 
arch, half-truculent, towards the 
Martin, my lad, thou'rt a s^ 
m ; thou wilt some day be an oi 
t stick to those sentiments of thine, 
a the words now i' my pocket-booi 
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senior took out a morocco-covered book, and delibe* 
rately wrote therein.) Ten years hence, Martin, if 
thou and I be both alive at that day, I'll remind 
thee of that speech/' 

" I'll say the same then : I mean always to hate 
women; they're such dolls: they do nothing but 
dress themselves finely, and go swinmiing about to 
be admired. I'll never DMurry : I'll be a bachelor.'' 

"Stick to it! stick to it! Hesther (addressing 
jbis wife) I was like him when I was his age, a 
regular misogamist ; and, behold I by the time I was 
three-and-twenty, — ^being then a tourist in France 
and Italy, and the Lord knows where ! — I curled my 
hair every night before I went to bed, and wore 
a ring i' my ear, and would have worn one i' my 
nose if it had been the fashion — and all that I might 
make mysel' pleasing and charming to the ladies. 
Martin will do the like." 

^^Will I? Never 1 I've more sense. What a 
Guy you were, father ! As to dressing, I make this 
vow : I'U never dress more finely than as you see me 
at present. Mr. Moore, I'm clad in blue cloth from 
top to toe, and they laugh at me, and call me sailor 
M the granmiar-school. I laugh louder at them, and 
say they are all magpies >and parrots, with their 
coats one colour, and their waistcoats another, and 
their trousers a third. I'll always wear blue cloth, 
and nothing but blue cloth : it is beneath a human 
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bdng^B dignity to dress faimsdf in paaiicoloared 

garm^itB.'' 

'^^ Ten years hsuxcBy Martjn^ no tailoi's shop will 
7e choice of colours varied enough for thy exact- 
l taste; no per£amer's stores essences exqpiisite 
>ugh ibr thy fastidioas senses." 
Mjurtin lodked disdain, but Tonehsafed no further 
dy. Meantime Mark^ who £ar some minutes had 
ai rummaging amongst a pile of hocHsB Km a ^de- 
ile^ took the word« He spoke in a peculiazly slow^ 
let Yoicej and with an expression of still irony in 
face not easy to describe. 

•^ Idj. Moore," said he, ** you think perhaps it 
s a compliment on Miss Caroline Helstone'^ part 
say you were not sentimentaL I Ihought yoa 
>eared confused when my sisters toU you liie 
rds, as if you felt flattered: you turned red, just 
3 a certain vain little lad at our school, who always 
nks proper to bfaish when he gets a rise in the 
Bs. For your benefit, Mr. Moore, I 've been look- 
; up the word ^ sentimental* in the dicti(Hiary, 
1 I £nd it to mean ^ tinctured with sentiment*' 
L examining further, ' sentiment' is explained to 
thou^t, idea, notion. A sentimental man, tiien^ 
me who has thou^ts, ideas, notions; an unsentib- 
ntal man is one destitute of thought, idea, or 
ion." 
dind Mark stopped : he did not smile, he did not 
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hck round £&[ admimtibn: he Isad said Hb eaj, 
was fdlent. 

"^^ Ma fail mom ami^" ctbsarved Mc Moon 
Yodoe ; ^ oe Boatt Txaiment des enfants teniblesy 

JBose^ who 1^ he&^ Mateniisg att^atiyeljr to Mi 
Bpe^ech, rqplied to him: — 

^^ There are diflGBi>^it lands &£ thoiigfatfi, ideas, 
jMtions/' said she, ^^good and bad.: s^ilimc 
Bnast refer to the bad^ or Miss Hdstone must 1 
taken it in that sense^ foa: ^e was not learning 
Moore; i^ was defenduig hkn." 

^That's mj kmd little adTOcateT said Mc 
taking Bose's hand. 

^^ ^e was defeadisg him," repea4)ed S«ose, ^^ 
should have done laad I been in her place, for 
oiJter ladies seemed to speak spite&lly." 

^ Ladies ulways do sjpeak spitefiidly," obse] 
Martin ; " it is the nature of womenites to be sj 

Matthew now, h^ the £rst time, opened his lip 

" What a fool Martin is, to be always gabb 
about wlMit he does not understand." 

** It is my privilege, as a freeman, to gabbk 
whatever subject I like," responded Martin. > 

^^ You use it, or rather abuse it, to such an elte 
jscgoined the elder brother, " that jou prove you oi 
to have been a slave." 
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*^ A slave ! a slave ! That to a Yorke, 
a Yorke ! This fellow," he added, stand 
the table, and pointing across it to Matthew 
fellow forgets, what every cottier in Briarfie 
that all bom of our house have that arc! 
under which water can flow — proof that the: 
been a slave of the blood for three hundred 

*^ Mountebank !" said Matthew, 

*^ Lads, be silent! "'exclaimed Mr. Yorke 
tin, you are a mischief-maker: there would 
no disturbance, but for you." 

*^ Indeed ! Is that correct ? Did I beg 
Matthew ? Had I spoken to him when h 
me of gabbling like a fool ?" 

*^ A presumptuous fool!" repeated Matt 

Here Mrs. Yorke commenced rocking 
rather a portentous movement with her, 
occasionally followed, especially when Mai 
worsted in a conflict, by a fit of hysterics. 

*^ I don't see why I should bear insoh 
Matthew Yorke, or what right he has tc 
language to me," observed Martin. 

*^ He has no right, my lad ; but forj 
brother until seventy and seven times," 
Yorke soothingly, 

*^ Always alike, und theory and practii 
adverse 1" murmured Martin as he turned 
the room. 
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^^ Where art thou going, my son ?" asked the 
father. 

*^ Somewhere where I shall be safe from insult : if 
in this house I can find anj such place." 

Matthew laughed very insolently : Martin threw 
a strange look at him, and trembled through all his 
slight lad's frame, but he restrained himself. 

*^ I suppose there is no objection to my withdraw- 
ing?" he inquired. ' 

*^No; go, my lad: but remember not to bear 
malice." 

Martin went, and Matthew sent another insolent 
laugh after him. Eose, lifting her fair head from 
Moore's shoulder, against which, for a moment, it had 
been resting, said, as she directed a steady gaze to 
Matthew — ^^ Martin is grieved, and you are glad; 
but I would rather be Martin than you: I dislike 
your nature." 

Here Mr. Moore, by way of averting, or at least 
escaping, a scene — ^which a sob from Mrs. Yorke 
warned him was likely to come on — ^rose, and putting 
Jessy off his knee, he kissed her and Bose ; reminding 
them, at the same time, to be sure and come to the 
Hollow in good time to-morrow afternoon: then, 
having taken leave of his hostess, he said to. Mr, 
Xorke — ^**May I speak a word with you?" and was 
followed by him from the room.. Their brief confe* 
rence took place in the halL 
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I yon ^mjSoymiaat fcnr » good workman?" 

>ore. 

mBesDBe qpcBbixmm theee times, wlien you 

t every master has mmy good woikiiftea to 

eumot gi^e fiill employmeait^' 

miHi oU%e me by iiddag on dus man, if 

bd, I can take on no more hasidfl l)o oblige 

nd/' 

ioes not eigflofyi I must find him ft place 

re/' 

► ishe?'' 

mjn. Fairen." 

tow William; a right-down honeot man is 

las been out of work three months ; he has 
Lfiaily : we are mae they xmnnot live without 
le was one of a deputation of cloth-dressers 
be to me this morning to complain and 
William did not threaten: he only ad^ed 
ive tiiem ratha: m(H*e timte, — to make my 
moie slowly. You know I cannot do that ; 
I on all sides as I am, I have notilnng for it 
iA on. I ihou^t it would be idle to pala- 
with them. I sent them away, aA)er arrest- 
seal am<mg6t1hem, whom I hope to trans- 
Telkw who preaches at the chapel yonder 
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-^Not Moses BarradoTi^ ?" 

^Ahl youVe irrfisted him? Good! H 
of a sooondz^l you're going to mate a i 
jou^ye done a irise thing/^ 

^ I've dcHie a right thiag. Well, tiie she 
the long of it is, I'm determined to get F^ 
{dace, and I reckon on you to give him cme.^' 

" This is cool, however!^' exclaimed Mr. 
^ What right have you to reckon (m me to 
ibr your dismissed woiian^i? What do 1 
about your Farrens and your Williams r 
heaiti he's aai hcmest man; but am I to sup] 
ihe honest m^^i in Yoerkshire? Yon maj si 
would be no great chaj^ to undertake ; but^ 
Bttle,I'UnoneofiL'^ 

^^ Come, Mr: Yorke, vrbsA can you find 1 

" I^ find I You '11 make me use language 1 
accustomed to use. I wi^ you would go 1 
here is the door — set off." 

Moore sat down on one dl the hall dhairs. 

*^ You can't give him work in your mill — 
but you have land: find him Bome oocupa^ 
your land, Mr. Yorice." 

" Bob, I thought you cared nothing abo 
^Ixmrdauda de paysans:' I don't iinderfltaj 
change." 
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: the fellow spoke to me notlimg but ti 
se. I answered him just <as roughly as I 
t, who jabbered mere gibkerish., I coul 
listinctions there and then: his appears 
lat he had gone through lately clearer 1 
ds : but where is the use of explaining? 
re work." 

t him have it yourself. J£ you are so ^ 
1 earnest^ strain a point." 
there was a point left in my affidrs to st 
i strain it till it cracked again ; but I rece 
this morning which show me pretty m 
[ standi and it is not far off the end of 
My foreign market, at any rate, is goi 
B is no change— if there dawns no prospe 
-if the Orders in Council are not, at 1 
led, so as to open our way in the West— 
>w where I am to turn. I see no more ] 
I were sealed in a rock ; so that for m 
1 to offer a man a livelihood would be to 
st thing." 

me, let us take a turn on the front : it 
t night," said Mr. Yorke. 
' passed out, closing the front-door after tl 
ie by side, paced the frost-white pavemen 

tie about Farren at once," urged Mr. Mc 
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" You hav6 large fruit-gardens at Yorke ] 
is a good gardener : give him work there." 

"Well, so be if. I'll send for him to 
d,nd we 'U see. And now> my lad, you 're c 
about the condition of your affairs ?" 

" Yes : a second failure — ^which I may d 
which, at this moment, I see no way finally 
— ^would blight the name of Moore complet 
you are aware I had fine intentions of p 
every debt, and re-establishing the old fir 
former basis." 

" You want (iapital — ^that 's all you want. 

" Yes ; but you might as well say that 
all a dead man wants to live." 

*' I know — ^I know capital is not to be ha 
asking ; and if you were a married man, t 
family, like me, I should think your case pr 
desperate ; but the young and unencumbe 
chances peculiar to themselvesw I hear gc 
and then about your being on the eve of 
with this miss and that ; but I suppose it ii 
it true?" 

" You may well suppose that : I think ] 
in a positionto be dreaming of marriage. I 
I cannot bear the word: it sounda so 
Utopian. I have settled it decidedly that 
and love are superfluities, intended only for 
who live at ease, and have no need to tab 
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: tlie worww ; or despen^AoiDBy the ksl 

IS joy of the deeply wretdied, who ne^ 

e out of the dou^ of iheir utt A paver 

*^ I sluHild not think so if I were cb 

you are : I should think I caald very 

fe with a few thouaands^ who would sn 

d my aflairsw" 

" I wonder where ?^ 

** Would you try, if you had a chance? 

'^ I don't know : it depends on — in si 

nds on many things." 

" Would yon take an old womaa?" 

'^ I 'd rather break stones on the road" 

*^ So would I. Would you take an ng 

^' Bah I I hate ngHness and ddight in 1 

es and hearty Yorke, take pleasure i 

ung, fair face^ as they are repdled 

^ged, meagre one: soft deHcate line 

MUBe— harsh onea prgudice me. I woj 

Jywife." 

" Not if she were ricL" 

^* Not if she were dressed in gems. ] 

ne — ^I could not fancy — I could not < 

Y taste must have satisfoction, or £s 

»Jc out in despotism — to: worse— free 



^' Whal^ Bob, if you married an hoi 
tared, and wealthy lass, ihough a ] 
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honea, the lather wide movlh^ anid Teddiak hair?'^ 

" I'll never try, I tell you. Giace at least I 
have, and joitth and Erjrmmetry — jea, and whal 
call beauty." 

*^ And poverty, and a nursery fiill of bairns ; 
can neither clothe nor feed, and very soon 
anxious faded mother — and then bankruptcy, ( 
credit — a life-long struggle." 

" Let me alone, Yorke." 

" If you are romantic, Robert, and especially 
you are already in love, it is of no use talking." 

^^ I am not romantic I am stript of romance 
bare as the white tenters in that field are of clott 

'* Always use such figures of speech, lad ; I 
understand them : and there is no lovtf-affair to 
turb your judgment ?" 

" I thought I had said enough on that sub 
before. Love for me ? Stuff! " 

" Well, then; if you are sound both in heart 
head, there is no reason why you should not profii 
a good chance if it offers : therefore, wait and se 

** You are quite oracular, Yorke." 

** I think I am a bit i' that line. I promise 
naught and I advise ye naught ; but I bid ye 1 
your heart up, and be guided by circumstances." 

** My namesake — the physician's almanack c( 
not speak more guardedly." 
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the mean time^ I care naught at 
Moore : ye are nothmg akin to me < 
Bther ye lose or find a fortune it r 
ce to me. Go home, now: it has 
liss Hortense will be wondering w 
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CHAPTER IX. 

OLD MAIDS. 

Time wore on, and spring matured. The surfa< 
England began to look pleasant: her fields ^ 
green, her hills fresh, her gardens blooming ; hv 
heart she was no better: still her poor ^ 
wretched, still their employers were harassed : < 
merce, in some of its branches, seemed threat 
with paralysis, for the war continued; Engh 
blood was shed and her wealth lavished: a 
seemed, to attain most inadequate ends. ^ 
tidings there were indeed occasionally of suco 
in the Peninsula, but these came in slowly: 
intervals occurred between, in which no note 
heard but the insolent self-felicitations of Bona] 
on his continued triumphs. Those who sufl 
from the results of the war felt this tedious, ai 
as they thought — hopeless, struggle against ^ 
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their fears or their interests taught them 
as an invincible power, most insufferal 
demanded peace on any terms : men like "5 
Moore — and there were thousands whom 
placed where it placed them, . shudderinj 
verge of bankruptcy — ^insisted on peace 
energy of desperation. 

They held meetings ; they made speed 
got up petitions to extort this boon : on w 
it was made, they cared not 

All men, taken singly, are more or less se 
taken in bodies they are intensely so. Tl 
merchant is no exception to this rule : th« 
tile classes illustrate it strikingly. Thei 
certainly think too exclusively of making 
they are too oblivious of every national ( 
tion but that of extending England's (i. e. t 
commerce. Chivalrous feeling, disinter 
pride in honour, is too dead in their hearts, 
ruled by them alone would too often mak( 
nious submission — ^not at all from the motiv 
teaches, but rather from those Mammo: 
During the late war, the tradesmen of 
would have endured buffets from the Fren 
right cheek and on the left ; their cloak ti 
have given to Napoleon, and then have 
offered him their coat also, nor would t 
withheld their waistcoat if urged: they W( 
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prayed permission only to retain their o 
garment^ for the sake of the purse in it 
ISot one spark of spirit, not one symptom 
tance would they have shown till the hai 
Corsican bandit had grasped that belove 
then, perhaps, transfigured at once into Bri 
dogs, they would have sprung at the robbei 
and there they would have fastened, and tl 
— ^inveterate, insatiable, till the treasure ] 
restored. Tradesmen, when they speak agJ 
always profess to hate it because it is a bl 
barbarous proceeding: you would think, 
them talk, that they are peculiarly c 
especially gentle and kindly of dispositioi 
fellow-men. This is not the case. Manj 
are extremely narrow and cold-hearted, 
good feeling for any class but their own, ai 
— even hostile to aU others ; call them usel 
to question their right to exist ; seem to gri] 
the very air they breathe, and to think th 
stance of their eating, drinking, and living 
houses, quite unjustifiable. They do !not k 
others do in the way of helping, pleasing, 
ing their race ; they will not trouble ther 
inquire : whoever is not in trade is accused 
the bread of idleness, of passing a useless 
liong may it be ere England really become 
of shopkeepers ! 
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We have already said that Moore was : 

sacrificmg patriot^ and we have also explains 

drcumstances rendered hun specially prone 

fine his attention and efforts to the further 

his indiyidual interest; accordingly, when 

himself urged a second time to the brink c 

none straggled harder than he against the inf 

which would have thrust him over. "What h 

do towards stirring agitaticm in the north agai 

war, he did, and he instigated others whose 

and connections gave them more power than 

sessed. Sometimes, by flashes, he felt the 

little reason in the demands his party nu 

Government: when he heard of all Europe thr< 

by Bonaparte, and of all Europe arming tc 

him; when he saw Bussia menaced, and 

Bussia rising, incensed and stem, to defei 

frozen soil, her wild provinces of serfs, he 

native despotism, from the tread, the yol 

tyranny of a foreign victor, he knew that Ei 

a fi^e realm, could not then depute her sons t< 

concessions and propose terms to the unjust, g] 

French leader. "When news came from time 1 

of the movements of that man then repres 

England in the Peninsula; of his advance fro 

cess to success — that advance so deliberate 

unswerving, so circumspect but so certain, so 

hasting" but so *' unresting;" when he read 
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Wellington's own despatches in the eoiumns of the 
newspapers^ documents written by Modesty to the 
dictation of Truth — ^Moore confessed at heart that a 
power was with the troops of Britain^ of that vigi- 
lant^ enduring, genuine, unostentatious sort, whidi 
must win Tictory to the side it led, in the end. In 
the end ! but that end, he thought, was yet far off; 
and meantime he, Mocnre, as an indiyidoal, would be 
crushed, his hopes ground to dust : it was himself he 
had to csure for, his hopes he had to pursue, and he 
would fiilfil his destiny. 

He fulfilled it so yigorously that ere long he came 
to a decisive rupture with his old Tory Mend, the 
[Rector. They quarrelled at a public meeting, and 
afterwards exchanged some pungent letters in the 
newspapers. Mr. Helstone denounced Moore as a 
Jacobin, ceased to see him, would not ev^i speak to 
him when they met : he intimated also to hk niece, 
very distinctly, that her communications with Hol- 
low's cottage must for the present cease; she nmst 
give np taking French lessons* The language, he 
observed, was a bad and frivolous one at the best, 
and most of the works it boasted were bad and 
frivolous, highly injurious in their tendency to weak 
female minds. He wondered (he remaiked paren- 
theticalty) what noodle first made it the fashion to 
teach women French: nothing was more improper 
for them; it was hke feeding a rickety child cm 
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Ik and water-gruel: Caroline must give it up, 
[ give up her cousins too: they were dangerous 
pie. 

\Si, Helstone quite expected opposition to this 
er: he expected tears. Seldom did he trouble 
iself about Caroline's movements, but a vague 
a possessed him that she was fond of 
Uow's cottage: also he suspected that i 
bert Moore's occasional presence at the 
e Cossack had perceived that whereas ii 
pped in of an evening to. make himself 
I charming, by pinching the ears of an a^ 
, which, usually shared with Miss Helst( 
accommodation of her footstool, or by b 
Wlingpiece, - and banging away at a i 
>r in the garden while enough of day 
ined to show that conspicuous mark — 
I passage and sitting-room doors meantim 
tably open, for the convenience of runnii 
; to annoimce his failures and successes ^^ 
isquerie — ^he had observed that under su< 
ling circumstances, Caroline had a trick 
tring, tripping noiselessly up-stairs, and i 
isible tin called down to supper. On 
id, when Robert Moore was the guest, tl 
jited no vivacities from the cat, did nothi 
leed, beyond occasionally coaxing it from 
his knee, and there letting it purr, clii 
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shoulder and rub its head against his cheek ; i 
there was no ear-splitting cracking off of fii 
no difiusion of sulphurous gunpowder perfui 
noise^ no boasting during his stay^ that still C 
sat in the room^ and seemed to find wondroi 
tent in the stitching of Jew-basket pincushioi 
the knitting of Missionary-basket socks. 

She was very quiet, and Kobert paid he 
attention, scarcely ever addressing his discoi 
her ; but Mr. Helstone, not Ijeing one of those 
gentlemen who are easily blinded, on the co: 
finding himself on all occasions extremely 
awake, had watched them when they bade eacl 
good-night : he had just seen their eyes meet ( 
only once. Some natures would have taken p] 
in the glance then surprised, because there 
harm and some delight in it. It was by no 
a glance of mutual intelligence, for mutual 
secrets existed not between them : there was i 
then of craft and concealment to offend ; on 
Moore's eyes, looking into Caroline's, felt the 
dear and gentle, and Caroline's eyes, encoui 
3VIr. Moore's, confessed they were manly and 
ing: each acknowledged the charm in his 
own way. Moore smiled slightly, and C 
coloured as shghtly. Mr. Helstone could, 
spot, have rated them both: they annoyec 
why? — ^impossible to say. K you had asb 
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what Moore merited at that moment, h< 
have said ^^a horsewhip;" if jou had inqui 
Caroline's deserts, he would hare adjuc^ 
box on the ear ; if you l|^d further demaz 
reason of such chastisements, he would have 
against flirtation and loye-rmaking, and yo 
would have no such folly going on under his 

These private considerations, combined w: 
tical reasons, fixed his resolution of separai 
cousins. He announe^ his will to Carol 
evening, as she was sitting at work near the c 
room window: her face was turned towai 
and the light fell fiill upon it« It had str 
a few minutes before that she was lookii 
and quieter than she used to look ; it had not 
him either that Eobert Moore's name hac 
for some three weeks past, dropped from b 
nor during the same space of time had tl 
sonage made his appearance at the Bectorj. 
suspicion of clandestine meetings haunted hi 
having but an indifferent opinion of wcoi 
always suspected them; he thought they 
constant watching. It was in a tone dril; 
ficant he desired her to cease her daily \ 
the Hollow; he expected a start, a look d 
cation: the start he saw, but it was a ver 
one ; no look whatever was directed to hixG 

** Do you hear me ?" he asked* 
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*^ Of oaarse, you mean to attend to what I eseyj^ 

" Yes, oertamly." 

^^ And there must be no letter-acribbling to your 
cousin Hartenee : no intarcoorse whaterer. I do not 
approve of the principles of the &mily; ihey are 
JacohinicaL" 

**^Very well," said Caroline quietly* She ac- 
quiesced then : there was no yexed fludung of the 
face, no gathering tears: the shadowy thougbtM- 
ness which had coyered her features ere Mr. Hel- 
stone qK>ke remained undisturbed: she was obe- 
dient» 

Yes, p^ectly; because the mandate coincided 
with her own previous judgment; because it was 
now become pain to her to go to Hollow's cottage; 
nothing met her there but disappointment: hope 
and lore had quitted that little tenement, for Bobort 
aeemed to have deserted its precincts. Wheib- 
erer she asked after him — which she very seldom 
did, since the mere utterance of his name made h&t 
fiice grow hot — ^the answer was, he was from h<»ne, 
or he was quite taken up with business : Hortense 
feared he was HQing himself by application: he 
scarcely ever took a meal in the house; he lived in. 
the counting-house. 

At church only CaroUne had the chance of seeing 
him, and there she rarely looked at him: it was botji 
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[nuch pain and too much pleasure to look: it 
;ed too much emotion ;; and that it was all wasted 
ion^ she had learned well to comprehend* 
ttce, on a dark, wet Sunday, when there were 
people at church, and when especially certain 
m were absent, of whose observant facultiea 
tomahawk tongues Caroline stood in awe, she 
allowed her eye to seek Bobert's pew, and to 
a while on its occupant. He was there alone : 
tense had been kept at home by prudent con* 
■ations ' relative to the rain and a new spring 
ipeau." During the sermon, he sat with folded 
t and eyes cast down, looking very sad and 
racted* When depressed, the very hue of his 
seemed more dusk than when he smiled, and 
ly cheek and forehead wore their most tintless 
sober olive. By instinct Caroline knew, as she 
lined that clouded countenance, that his thoughts 
I running in no familiar or kindly channel; that 
were far away, not merely from her, but from 
vhich she could comprehend, or in which shq 
i sympathize. Nothing that they had ever 
d of together was now in his mind: he was 
)t from her by interests and responsibilities in 
h it was deemed such as she could have no 

aroline meditated in her own way on the subject ; 
tdated on his feelings, on his life, on his fears, on 
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his fate ; mused oveijbhe mystery of " business," t 
to comprehend more about it than had ever \ 
told her — ^to understand its perplexities, Uabili 
duties, exactions ; endeavoured to realize the stal 
mind of a ** man of business," to enter into it, 
what he would feel, aspire to what he would as] 
Her earnest wish was to see things as they were, 
not to be romantic. By dint of effort she contrive 
get a glimpse of the light of truth here and tt 
and hoped that scant ray might suffice to guide h 

*^ Different, indeed," she concluded, " ia Bob 
mental condition to mine : I think only of him ; 
has no room, no leisure to think of me. The fee 
called love is and has been for two years the pr 
minant emotion of my heart ; always there, al^ 
awake, always astir: quite other feelings absorb 
reflections, and govern his faculties. He is ri 
now, going to leave the church, for service is c 
Will he turn his head towards this pew ? — no— 
once — he has not one look for me : that is han 
kind glance would have made me happy till 
morrow : I have not got it ; he would not giv^ 
he is gone. Strange that grief should now ah 
choke me, because another human being's eye 
-failed to greet mine." 

That Sunday evening, Mr. Malone coming 
usual, to pass it with his Rector, Caroline withe 
after tea to her chamber. Fanny, knowing 
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3^ had lit her a cheerfol lxt#e fire, asthe weaiher 
so gusty and chilL Closeted there, sil^it and 
ry, what could she do but think? She noise- 
paced to and fro the carpeted floor; her head 
ted, her hands folded: it was itksome to ait: 
nirrent of reflection ran rapidly through her 
: to-night she was mutely excited* 
ite was the room, — mute the hofoae. The 
le-door of the study muffled the Toices of the 
emen: the servants were quiet in the kitchen, 
;ed with books their young mistress had lent 
; books which she had told them, were ^'fit far 
ay reading." And ehe herself had another of the 
sort open on the table, but she could not read 
;s theology was incomprehensible to her, and her 
mind was too busy, . teeming, wandering, to 
L to the language of another mind, 
ten, too, her imagination was full of pictures: 
ss of Moore ; scenes where he and she had been 
her; winter fireside sketdies; a glowing land- 
of a hot summer aft^noon passed with him in 
bosom of Nunnely wood; divine v%nettes of 
spring or mellow autumn moments, when ^e 
at at his side in Hollow's copse, listening to the 
)f the May cuckoo, or sharing the September 
ore of nuts and ripe Uackbeiries,*— a wild 
rt which it was her morning's pleasure to collect 
little basket, and coyer wiUi green leaves and 
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fresh blossoms^ and her afternoon's delight to ad- 
numster to Moore, berry by berry, and nut by mit, 
like a bird feeding its fledgEng. 

Bobert's features and form were with her; the 
aonnd of his yoice was quite distinct in her ear; his 
few caresses seemed renewed. But these joys being 
hiollow, were, ere long, crudied in: the pictures 
fiided, the Toice fidled, the visionary clasp melted 
ehfll from her hand, and where the warm seal of 
lips had made impress on her forehead, it felt now 
as if a sleety rain-drop had fidlen. She returned 
from an enchanted region to the real world: for 
Nunnely wood in June, she saw her narrow cham- 
ber ; for the songs of birds in alleys, she heard the ^ 
rain on her casement; for the sigh of the south 
wind, came the sob of the moumfol east; and for 
Moore's manly companionship, she had the thin 
illusion of her own dim shadow on the wall. Turn- 
ing from the pale phantom which reflected herself 
in its outline, and her reverie in the drooped atti- 
tude of its dim head and colourless tresses, she sat , 
down — ^inaction would suit the frame of mind into 
which she was now declining — she said to herself: — 

*' I have to live, perhaps, till seventy years. As 
far as I know, I have good health: half a century 
of existence may He before me. How am I to 
occupy it ? What am I to do to fill the interval of 
time which spreads between me and the grave ? " 
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le reflected. 

I shall not be married^ it appears^' 
ed. " I suppose, as Robert does n< 
I shall never have a husband to love^ 
[ren to take care oL Till lately I hsu 
rely on the duties and affections ol 
ler to - occupy my existence, - I < 
show, as a matter of course, that I WJ 
to the ordinary destiny, and never trc 
to seek any other ; but now, I percer 
ly have been mistaken. Probably I i 
maid. I shall live to see Robert i 
3 one else, some rich lady : I shall ne 
%t was I created for, I wonder? TV 
3 in the world?" 
lie mused again. 

Ah! I see," she pursued presently, 
question which most old maids are 
3: other people solve it for them 
ur place is to do good to others, to 
never help is wanted.' That is rigl 
3ure, and a very convenient doctrii 
>le who hold it; but, I perceive, tl 
of human beings are very apt to ma 
r sets should give up their lives to 
r service, and then they requite them 
call them devoted and virtuous, 
igh? Is it to live? Is there not 
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hollowness, mockery, want, craving, in that existence 
which is given away to others^ for want of some- 
thing of your own to bestow it on ? I suspect there 
is. Does virtue lie in abnegation of self? I do not 
believe it. Undue humility makes tyranny ; weak 
concession creates selfishness. The Bomish religion 
especially teaches renunciation of self, submission to 
others, and nowhere are found so many grasping 
tyrants as in the ranks of the Bomish priesthood. 
Each human being has his share of rights. I sus- 
pect it would conduce to the happiness and welfare 
of all, if each knew his allotment, and held to it 
as tenaciously as the martyr to his creed. Queer 
thoughts these, that surge in my mind: are they 
right thoughts ? I am not certain. 

• *^ Well, life is short at the best : seventy years, they 
say, pass like a vapour, like a dream when one awak- 
eth ; and every path trod by human feet terminates in 
one bourne — the grave : the little chink in the sur- 
face of this great globe — ^the furrow where the 
mighty husbandman with the scythe deposits the seed 
he has shaken from the ripe stem ; and there it falls, 
decays, and thence it springs again, when the world 
has rolled round a few times more. So much for the 
body : the soul meantime wings its long flight up- 
ward, folds its wings on the brink of the sea of fire 
and glass, and gazing down through the burning 
clearness, finds there mirrored the vision of the Chris- 
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n'd triple Godhead: the Sovereign Father; the 
sdiating Son ; the Creator Spirit. Such woids^ at 
st^ have been chosen to express what is inexpres^ 
le: to describe what baffles description. The 
il's real hereajBter^ who shall guess ?** 
Her fire was decayed to its last ciiider; Malone 
1 departed; and now the study*bell rang for 
^yers. 

The next day Caroline had to spend altogether 
\ne, her uncle being gone to dine with his friend 
'• Boultby, vicar of Whinbury. The whole time 
3 was talking inwardly in the same strain: looking 
wards^ asking what she was to do with life. Fanny^ 
she passed in and out of the room occasionally^ 
ent on housemaid errands, perceived that her young 
stress sat very stilL She was always in the same 
kce, always bent industriously over a piece of work: 
3 did not lift her head to speak to Fanny, as her 
3tom was, and when the latter remarked that the 
Y was fine, and she ought to take a walk, she only 
d_^at is cold." 

" You are very diligent at that sewing. Miss Caro- 
e," continued the girl, approadiing her little table. 
^* I am tired of it, Fanny." 
^' Then why do you go on with it ? Put it down: 
id, or do something to amuse you." 
^'It is solitary in this house, Fanny: don't you 
mkso?" 
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" I don't find it so. Miss. Me and Eliza are com* 
pany for one another ; but you are quite too still — 
you should visit more. Now, be persuaded; go up 
stairs and dress yourself smart, and go and take tea, 
in a friendly way, with Miss Mann or Miss Ainley : 
I am certain either of those ladies would be delighted 
to see youJ' 

*^ But their houses are dismal : they are both old 
maids. I am certain old maids are a very unhappy 
race." 

" Not they. Miss : they can't be unhappy ; they 
take such care of themselves. They are all 
selfish." 

^* Miss Ainley is not selfish, Fanny : she is always 
doing good. How devotedly kind she was to her 
stepmother, as long as the old lady lived; and now 
when she is quite alone in the world, without brother 
or sister, or any one to care for her, how charitable 
she is to the poor, as far as her means permit. Still 
nobody thinks much of her, or has pleasure in going 
to see her: and how gentlemen always sneer at 
her!" 

" They should n't. Miss ; I believe she is a ^ood 
woman : but gentlemen think only of ladies' 
looks." 

^^ I '11 go and see her," exclaimed Caroline, start- 
ing up: "and if she asks me to stay to tea, I'll 
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How wrong it is to neglect peop! 
are not pretty, and young, and merrj 
certainly call to see Miss Mann, too 
>e amiable ; but what has made h^ t 
t has life been to her?" 
nny hdped Miss Helstone to put 
, and afterwards assisted her to dress. 
Vou '11 not be an old maid. Miss Cai 
as she tied the sash of her brown- 
ig previously smoothed her soft, 
Qg curls; "there are no rigns of a] 
t you." 

iroline looked at the little mirror 1 
she thought there were some signs- 
that she was altered within the h 
the hues of her complexion were pal< 
ged — a wan shade seemed to drcle 
tenance was dejected : she was not, i 
:j or so fresh as she used to be. SI 
id this to Fanny, from whom she g< 
rer, only a remark that people did va 
3 ; but that at her age a little falling 
i nothing, — she would soon come r( 
be plumper and rosier than ever. Hj 
assurance, Fanny showed singular ze 

her up in warm shawls and handk( 
)line, nearly smothered with the t 
to resist further additions. 
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She paid her visits : first to Miss Mann, for t 
was the most difficult point: Miss Mann was c 
tainly not quite a loveable person. Till now, Ca 
line had always unhesitatingly declared she dislil 
her, and more than once she had joined her cou 
Robert in laughing at some of her peculiariti 
Moore was not habitually given to sarcasm, especia 
on anything humbler or weaker than himself; 1 
he had once or twice happened to be in the ro 
when Miss Mann had made a call on his sister, 9 
after listening to her conversation and viewing 1 
features for a time, he had gone out into the garc 
where his little cousin was tending some of 
favourite flowers, and while standing near a 
watching her, he had amused himself with compari 
fair youth— delicate and attractive — ^with shrivel 
eld, livid and loveless, and in jestingly repeating 
a smiling girl the vinegar discourse of a cankered < 
maid. Once on such an occasion, Caroline had s 
to him, looking up from the luxuriant creeper i 
was binding to its frame, — 

*^ Ah 1 Robert, you do not like old maids. I, t 
should come under the lash of your sarcasm, ii 
were an old maid." 

** You an old maid I " he had replied. " A piquj 
notion suggested by lips of that tint and form, 
can fancy you, though, at forty, quietly dress( 
pale and sunk, but still with that straight no 

S 2 s 
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irhite forehead, and those soft eyes. I suppose, too, 
ou will keep your voice, which has another "tim- 
►re" than that hard, deep organ of Miss Mann's. 
;Jourage, Gary! — even at fifty you will not be 
epulsive." 

^^Miss Mann did not make herself, or tune her 
oice, Robert." 

"Nature made her in the mood in which she 
lakes her briars and thorns ; whereas for the 
reation of some women, she reserves the May 
loming hours when with light and dew she wooes 
lie primrose from the turf, and the lily from the 
''ood-moss." 



Ushered into Miss Mann's little parlour, Caroline 
)und her as she always found her, surrounded by 
erfect neatness, cleanliness, and comfort ; (after all, 
1 it not a virtue in old maids that solitude rarely 
lakes them negligent or disorderly ?) no dust on her 
olished furniture, none on her carpet, fresh flowers 
1 the vaae on her table, a bright fire in the grate, 
he herself sat primly and somewhat grimly-tidy in 

cushioned rocking-chair, her hands busied with 
)me knitting: this was her favourite work, as it 
jquired the least exertion. She scarcely rose as 
laroline entered; to avoid excitement was one of 
liss Mann's aims in life : she had been composing 
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herself ever since she came down In the momi 
and had just attained a certain lethargic state of ti 
quillity when the visitor's knock ai the door starl 
her, and undid her day's work. She was scare 
pleased, therefore, to see Miss Helstone: she 
ceived her with reserve, bade her be seated, y 
austerity, and when she had got her placed oppog 
she fixed her with her eye. 

This was no ordinary doom — to be fixed v 
Miss Mann's eye. Robert Moore had underg 
it once, and had never forgotten the circumstai 

He considered it quite equal to anything Med 
could do : he professed to doubt whether, since i 
infliction, his flesh had been quite what it was bef 
— ^whether there was not something stony in 
texture. The gaze had had such an effect on bin 
to drive him promptly from the apartment 
house ; it had even sent him straightway up to 
Rectory, where he had appeared in Caroline's ] 
sence with a very queer face, "and aiiaazed her 
demanding a coiisinly salute on the spot, to rec 
a damage that had been done him. 

Certainly Miss Mann had a formidable eye 
one of the softer sex : it was prominent, and sho^ 
a great deal of the white, and looked as steadily 
Tinwinkingly, at you as if it were a steel ball solde 
in her head ; and when, while looking, she begai 
talk in an indescribably dry monotonous tone 
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Mie mthout vibration or inflection — ^you felt as 
raven image of some bad spirit were addres 
ou. But it was all a figment of fancy, a matte 
irface. Miss Mann's goblin-grimness scarcely t 
eeper than the angel-sweetness of hundred 
eauties. She was a perfectly honest, oonscieni 
'Oman, who had performed duties in her day J 
'hose severe anguish many a human Peri, gaz 
jred, silken-tressed, and silver-tongued, would 1 
brunk appalled : she had passed alone through 
racted scenes of suffering, exercised rigid self-de 
lade large sacrifices of time, money, health for t 
'ho had repaid her only by ingratitude, and 
er main — almost her sole — ^fault was, that she 
^nsorious. 

Censorious she certainly was. Caroline had 
bt five minutes, ere her hostess, still keeping 
tider the spell of that dread and Gorgon j 
Bgan flaying alive certain of the Bunilies in 
eighbourhood. She went to work at this bud 
L a singularly oool, deliberate manner, like £ 
irgeon practising with his scalpel on a lifeless 
ct : she made few distinctions ; she allowed scar 
ly one to be good ; she dissected impartially ali 
1 her acquaintance. K her auditress ventured 
id then to put in a palliative word, she set it asioe 
itb a certain disdain. Still, though thus pitiless in 
oral anatomy, she was no scandal-monger: she 
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neyer disseminated reallj malignant or dangerous 
reports : it was not her heart bo mnih as her temp^ 
that was wrong. 

Caroline made this discovery for the first time to- 
day; and, moved thareby to regret divers unjust 
judgments she had more than once passed on the 
crabbed old maid, she began to talk to her softly, not 
in sympatibizu^ words, but with a sympathizing 
voice* The loneliness of her condition struck her 
visitor in a new light; as did also the character of h^ 
ugliness: a bloodless pallor of complexion, and deeply 
worn lines of feature. The girl pitied the solitary 
and afflicted woman ; her looks told what she felt : a 
sweet countenance is never so sweet as when the 
moved heart animates it with compassionate tender* 
ness. Miss Mann, seeing such a countenance raised 
to her, was touched in her turn : she acknowledged 
her sense of the interest thus unexpectedly shown in 
her, who usually met with only coldness and ridicule, 
by repljring to her candidly. Communicative on her 
own afl&irs she usually was not, because no one cared 
to listen to her ; but to-day she became so, and her 
confidant shed tears as she heard her speak: for 
she told of cruel, slow-wasting, obstinate sufferings. 
Well mi^t she be corpse-like ; well might she look 
grim, and never smile ; well might she wish to avoid 
excitement, to gain and retain composure ! Caroline, 
when she knew all, acknowledged that Miss Mann 
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.titer to be admired for fortitude than blamed 
roseness. •Beader ! when you behold an aspect 
lose constant gloom and frown you cannot 
t, whose unvarying cloi;id exasperates you by 
)arent causelessness, be sure that there is a 
somewhere, and a canker not the less deeply 
ng because concealed. 

J Mann felt that she was understood partly, and 
1 to be understood further ; for however old, 
humble, desolate, afflicted we may be, so long 
hearts preserve the feeblest spark of life, they 
ve also, shivering near that pale ember, a 
I, ghostly longing for appreciation and affection. 
a extenuated spectre, perhaps, a crumb is not 
I once a year ; but when ahungered and athirst 
line — when all humanity has forgotten the 
tenant of a decaying house — ^Divine Mercy 
bers the mourner, and a shower of manna falls 
3 that earthly nutriment is to pass no more, 
il promises, heard first in health, but then un- 
, come whispering to the couch of sickness : it 
that a pitying God watches what all mankind 
orsaken; the tender compassion . of Jesus is 
1 and relied on: the faded eye, gazing 
Time, sees a Home, a Friend, a Refuge in 

Mann, drawn on by the still attention of her 
', proceeded to allude to circumstances in her 
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past life. She spoke like one who tells the truth — 
simply, and with a certain reserve: she did not 
boast, nor did she exaggerate^ Caroline found that 
the old maid had been a most devoted daughter and 
sister, an imwearied watcher by lingering deathbeds ; 
that to prolonged and unrelaxing attendance on the 
sick, the malady that now poisoned her own life 
Qwed its origin ; that to one wretched relative she 
had been a support and succour in the depths of 
self-earned degradation, and that it was still her 
hand which kept him from utter destitution. Miss 
Helstone stayed the whole evening, omitting to pay 
her other intended visit; and when she left Miss 
Mann, it was with the determination to try in future 
to excuse her faults, never again to make light of her 
peculiarities or to laugh at her plainness ; and, above 
all things, not to neglect her, but to come once 
a- week, and to offer her, from one human heart at 
least, the homage of affection and respect : she felt 
she could now sincerely give her a small tribute of 
each feeling. 

Caroline, on her return, told Fanny she was very 
glad she had gone out, as she felt much better for 
the visit. The next day she failed not to seek Miss 
Ainley. This lady was in narrower circumstances 
than Miss Mann, and her dwelling was more humble : 
it was, however, if possible, yet more exquisitely 
clean; though the decayed gentlewoman could not 
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afford to keep a servaat, but waited on herself and 
bad only the oceaakmal aauBtaiice of a little girl yrbo 
lived in a cottage near. 

2fot only was MiwAinley poorer, but she wae even 
plainer than the other old maid. In her first jondi 
she must have been nglj; now, at the age of fifty, 
Blie was very ugly. At first sight, all but peculiaxly 
weU-disdplined minds were apt to turn firom her with 
annoyanoe; to conceive against her a prejudice^ 
umply <m the ground of her unattractive look. Then 
she was prim in dress and manner: she looked, spoke, 
and moved the complete old maid. 

Her welcome to Caroline was formal, even in its 
kindness — ^for it was kind ; but Miss Helstcme excused 
this. She knew something of the benevolence of the 
heart which beat under that starched kerdiief ; all 
the neighbourhood — at least all the female neigh- 
bourhood — knew something of it: no one spoke 
against Miss Ainley except lively young gentle- 
men, and inconsiderate old ones, who declared her 
hideous. 

Caroline was soon at home in that tiny parlour; a 
kind hand took from her her shawl and bonnet, and 
installed her in the most comfortable seat jiear the 
fire. The young and the antiquated wcnnan were pre- 
sently deep in kindly conversation, and soon Caroline 
became aware of the power a most serene^ unselfish^ 
and benignant mind could exerdse over those to 
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whom it was developed. She talked never of hersel 
always of others. Their faults she passed over ; 
theme was their wants, which she sought to supp 
Iheir sufferings, which she longed to alleviate. I 
was rei%ioas — a professor of religion — ^what sc 
would call " a saint," and she referred to religion of 
in sanctioned phrase — ^in phrase which those who p 
sess a perception of the ridiculous, without own 
the power of exactly testing and truly judging c 
racter, would certainly have esteemed a proper subj 
for satire : a matter for mimicry and laughter. Tl 
would have been hugely mistaken for their pa 
Sincerity is never ludicrous ; it is always respectal 
Whether truth — be it religious or moral truth — sp 
eloquently and in well-chosen language or not, 
voice should be heard with reverence. Let th 
who cannot nicely, and with certainty, discern 
difference between the tones of hypocrisy and th 
of sincerity, never presimie to laugh -at all, lest ti 
should have the miserable misfortune to laugh in 
wrong place, and commit impiety when they th 
they are addeving wit. 

Not fipom Miss Ainley's own lips did Caroline h 
of her good works; but she knew much of th 
nevertheless : her beneficence was the fisuniliar tc 
of the poor in Briarfield. They were not worke 
almsgiving : the old maid was too poor to give mu 
though she straitened herself to privation that \ 
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might contribute her mite when needftil : they were 
the works of a Sister of Charity, far more difficult to 
perform than those of a Lady BountiAil. She would 
watch by any sickbed : she seemed to fear no 
disease ; she would nurse the poorest whom none 
else would nurse : she was serene, humble, kind, and 
equable through everything. 

For this goodness she got but little reward in this 

life. Many of the poor became so accustomed to her 

services that they hardly thanked her for them : the 

rich heard them mentioned with wonder, but were 

silent, from a sense of shame at the difference 

between her sacrifices and their own. Many ladies, 

however, respected her deeply : they could not help 

! it ; one gentleman — one only — ^gave her his friend- 

[ ship and perfect confidence : this was Mr. Hall, the 

I vicar of Nunnely. He said, and said truly, that her 

i life came nearer the life of Christ, than that of any 

other human being he had ever met with. You 

jfc must not think, reader, that in sketching Miss 

l^*- Ainley's character, I depict a figment of imagination 

— no — ^we seek the originals of such portraits in real 

life only. 

Miss Helstone studied well the mind and heart 
now revealed to her. She found no high intellect to 
admire: the old maid was merely sensible ; but she 
discovered so much goodness, so much usefulness, so 
much mildness, patience, truth, that she bent her 
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own mind before Miss Ainley's In reverence. What 
was her love of nature, what was her sense of 
beauty, what were her more varied and fervent 
emotions, what was her deeper power of thought, 
what her wider capacity to comprehend, compared 
to the practical excellence of this good woman? 
Momently, they seemed only beautiful forms of 
selfish delight; mentally, she trod them under 
foot. 

It is true, she still felt with pain that the life 
which made Miss Ainley happy could not make her 
happy : pure and active as it was, in her heart she 
deemed it deeply dreary because it was so loveless — 
to her ideas, so forlorn. Yet, doubtless, she re- 
flected, it needed only habit to make it practicable 
and agreeable to any one : it was despicable, she felt, 
to pine sentimentally, to cherish secret griefs, vain 
memories; to be inert, to waste youth in aching 
languor, to grow old doiog nothing. 

** I will bestir myself," was her resolution, "and 
try to be wise if I cannot be good." 

She proceeded to make inquiry of Miss Ainley, 
if she could help her in anything. Miss Ainley, 
glad of an assistant, told her that she could, and 
indicated some poor families in Briarfield that 
it was desirable she should visit; giving her like- 
wise, at her further request, some work to do 
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lain poor women wlio had many children, 
ho were unskilled in using the needle for 
Ives. 

)line went home^ laid her plans, and took a 

I not to swerve &om them. She allotted a 

portion of her time for her various studies, 

certain portion for doing anything Miss 

might direct her to do; the remainder was to 

it in exercise : not a moment was to be left 

\ indulgence of such fevered thoughts as had 

jd last Sunday evening. 

do her justice she executed her plkns con- 

)U8ly, perseveringly. It was very hard work 

b — ^it was even hard work to the end, bufc 

)ed her to stem and keep down anguish: 

ed her to be employed; it forbade her ta 

and gleams of satisfaction chequered her 

life here and there when she found lAe 

►ne good, imparted pleasure, or allayed suf- 

I must speak truth; these efforts brought her 
' health of body nor continued peace of mind: 
bem aU, she wasted, grew more joyless and 
ran ; with them aU, her memory kept harping 

name of Robert Moore : an elegy over the 
till rung constantly in her ear; a funereal 

cry haunted and harassed her : the heaviness 
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of a broken spirit, and of pining and palsying facnl- 
tiess, ettled slow on her buoyant youth. Winter 
seemed conquering her spring : the mind's soil and 
its treasures were freezing gradually to barren stag- 
nation. 
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FIELDHEAD. 



Yet Caroline refused tamely to succumb : she had 
native strength in her girl's heart, and she used it. 
Men and women never struggle so hard as when 
they struggle alone, without witness, counsellor, or 
confidant ; unencouraged, unadvised, and unpitied. 

Miss Helstone was in this position. Her suffer- 
ings were her only spur; and being very real and 
sharp, they roused her spirit keenly. Bent on vic- 
tory over a mortal pain, she did her best to quell it. 
Never had she been seen so busy, so studious, and, 
above all, so active. She took walks in all weathers 
— ^long walks in solitary directions. Day by day she 
came back in the evening, pale and wearied-looking, 
yet seemingly not fatigued ; for still, as soon as she 
had thrown off her bonnet and shawl, she would, 
instead of resting, begin to pace her apartment: 
sometimes she would not sit down till she was 
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Jiierallj fSsiiat. She fiud ebe did this to tire herself 
wdUi, ihat she might deep soundlj sii zdght. But if 
that was her aim it was imattaiaed, for at night, 
when others shunhered, she iv:aB tossing on her 
pillofT^ Of sil^g at. the foot of her couch in the 
darkness, forgetful apparently of the necessity (^seek- 
ing repose. Often, luihappy girl! she was crying — 
(CryiiDg in a sort of intcderable despair ; which, when it 
rushed 'Oyer her, emote down her strength, and 
reduced her to childlike helplessness. 

When thus prostrate, temptations besieged her: 
weak suggestions whispered in her weary heart to 
wnte to Bobert, and say that she was unhappy 
because she was forbidden to see him and Hortense, 
aa^l that she feared he would withdraw his friendship 
(not love) from her, and foiget her entirely, and 
begging him. to remember her .and, sometimes, to 
write to her. One or two such letters she actually 
indited, but she never sent them : shame and good 
sense forbade. 

At last the life she led reached the point when it 
seeiDed fihe could bear it no 'longer; that she must 
seek and find a change somehow, or her heart and 
head would fail under the pressure which strained 
them. She longed to leave Briarfield, to go to some 
very distant place. She longed for something else : 

VOL. I. T 
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Jeep, secret, anxious yearning to discov 
r her mother strengthened daily ; but w: 
e was coupled a doubt, a dread — ^if she 
could she love her? There was cause ft 
a, ft)r apprehension on this pomt : never 
lad she heard that mother praised: w 
ioned her, mentioned her coolly. Her 
ed to regard his sister-in-law with a sort i 
athy ; an old servant, who had lived witl 
!S Helstone ft)r a short time after her ma 
ever she referred to her fi)rmer mistress, 

chilling reserve: sometimes she calle 
jer," sometimes she said she did not imd( 

These expressions were ice to the dau 
; they suggested the conclusion that it wi 
better never to know her parent, than tc 
ad not like her. 

t one project could she frame whose exe 
3d likely to bring her a hope of relief; it 
a situation, to be a governess — she coi 
ag else. A little incident brought her 

when she found 'courage to break her 
r uncle. 

r long and late walks lay always, as hai 
m lonely roads ; but in whatever directic 
rambled, whether along the drear ski 
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,Stilbro' Moor, or over the sunny stretch of Nunnely 
Common, her homewaxd path was still so contrived 
as to lead her near the Hollow. She rarely descended 
the den, but she visited its brink at twilight almost 
.as regularly as the stars rose over the hiU-crests. 
Her resting-place was at a certain stile under a cer- 
tain old thorn : thence she could look down on the 
cottage, the mill, the dewy garden-ground, the still, 
deep dam ; thence was visible the well-known count- 
ing-house window, from whose panes at a fixed hour 
shot, suddenly bright, the ray of the well-known 
lamp. Her errand was to watch for this ray: her 
reward to catch it, sometimes sparkling bright in 
clear air, sometimes shimmering dim through mist, 
and anon flashing broken between slant lines of rain 
— ^for she came in all weathers. 

There were nights when it failed to appear : she 
knew then that Robert was from home, and went 
away doubly sad ; whereas its kindling rendered her 
elate, as though she saw in it the promise of some 
indefinite hope. If, while she gazed, a shadow bent 
between the light and lattice, her heart leaped — that 
eclipse was Robert : she had seen him. She would 
return home comforted, carrying in her mind a 
clearer vision of his aspect, a distincter recollection 
of his voice, his &mile, his bearing ; and, blent with 

T 2 
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mpressians, was often a sweet persoj 
could get near lum, Ms heart migli 
sence jet: that at this moment h( 
to extend his hand and draw her t 
her at his side as he used to da T 

she might weep as usaal, she w( 
irs less acalding; the piUow the] 

a little softer; the temples press< 
ftchedless. 

shortest path from the Hollow to tii 
near a certain mansion, the «ame m 
ills Malone passed on that night-joa 
In an early chapter of this work — tl 
ess dwelling yclept Pieldhead. Ten 
prietor it had been for ten y^ars, 3 
: Mr. Yorke had Been it kept in g( 

old gardener and his wife had li 
)ed the grommds^ and maintained th 
le oonditian. 

ieUhead had few i9^her merits as a 
iit at least be teamed picturesque 
rchitecture, and the gray And mossj 
nicated by time, gave it a just dai 
. The old latticed windows, the 6t( 
lis, the roof, the chimney-stackB, we 

touches and sepia lights and sluu 
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trees behind were fine^ bold^ and spreading; tbe 
cedar on the kwn in front was giand^ and the 
granite nmsr on the garden wall^ the fretted arch of 
the gateway^ were, fcnr an artist^ as the Tery dedbre 
of the eye. 

One mild May eyening^ Cardine passing near 
about nuMHi-rise, and feduig^ though weaary, un- 
wiffing yet to go home, where there was only the 
bed of thorns and the night of grief to anticipate, 
sat down on the' mossy ground near the gate^ and 
gazed through towards cedar and mansion. It was 
a still night — cahn, dewy, cloudless : the gables, 
turned to the west, reflected the clear amber of the 
^rizoD they faced; the oaks behind were black; 
the cedar was blacker ; under its dense, raven 
boughs a gIimp^e of sky opened gravely blue : it 
was full of the moon, which looked solemnly and 
mildly down on Caroline from beneath that scxnbre 
canopy. 

She felt this night and prospect moumfdHy lordly. 
She wished dbe could be happy : she wished she 
could know inward peace: she wondered Providence 
had no pity on her, and would not help or console 
har* BecoUeetioii^ of happy trystea c^ lovers, com- 
memorated in old ballads, returned est her mind : d^ 
thought such tryste in. such scene would be blissfdL 
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here now was Kobert? she asked: i 
jllow : she had watched for his lamp Ion 
t seen it. She questioned within herse 
3 and Moore were ever destined to meet 
ain. Suddenly the door within the stor 
3 Hall opened, and two men came out ; < 
d white-headed, the other young, dark-] 
1. They passed across the lawn, out 
rtal in the garden wall : Caroline saw i 
3 road, pass the stile, descend the field 
3m disappear. Robert Moore had pas 
r with his friend Mr. Yorke: neithei 
r. 

The apparition had been transient — s 
3 gone; but its electric passage left 
idled, her soul insurgent. It found her ( 
left her desperate — two different states. 
** Oh ! had he but been alone ! Had h( 
3 !" was her cry, " he would have said i 

would have given me his hand. He dc 
re me a little : he would have shown s 

affection : in his eye, on his lips, I s 
ad comfort : but the chance is lost. 1 
e cloud's shadow does not pass more sil( 
aptily than he. I have been mocked, a 
cruel!" 
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Thus^ in the utter sickness of longing and disap- 
pointment, she went home. 

The next morning at breakfast, where she ap- 
peared, white-cheeked and miserable-looking as one 
who had seen a ghost, she inquired of Mr. Hel- 
stone, — 

** Have you any objection, imcle, to my inquiring 
for a situation in a family ?'^ 

Her uncle, ignorant as the table supporting his 
coffee-cup of all his niece had undergone and was 
undergoing, scarcely believed his ears. 

**"What whim now?" he asked. **Are you be* 
witched ? What can you mean ?" 

" I am not well, and need a change," she 
said. 

He examined her. He discovered she had 
experienced a change, at any rate. Without his 
being aware of it, the rose had dwindled and 
faded to a mere snowdrop: bloom had vanished^ 
flesh wasted; she sat before him drooping, colour- 
less, and thin. But for the soft expression of her 
brown eyes, the delicate lines of her features, and 
the flowing abundance of her hair, she would no 
longer have possessed a claim to the epithet — 
pretty. 

^*What on earth is the matter with you?*^ 
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he aakei •'Wliat is vnxmg? How 
ailing?" 

No anawBT, only the browH eyes fiOed^ tl 
fmted lip& tn^Dsbledr 

^* Look out for a sitnatioii, indeed I 
situation are you fit ? What have you b 
with yourself ? You are Bot wdL'* 

" I should be well if I went firom honae.' 

'^ These women are mcomprehensible. ^ 
the strangest knaek of startling you with i 
surprises. To-day you see them bc^mcin: 
red as cherries^ and round as aj^les '^ ta-mo 
exhibit themselves eflfete as dead weeds, 
and broken down. And the reason € 
that's the puzzle. She has her meals, h< 
a good house to Eve in, and good dbthe 
as usual: a while since that snfSced to 
handsome and cheery, and there she sita n 
little pale, puling, chit enoi^h.. Prorc&in 
comes the question, what is to be done ? 
I must send for advice. Will you have 
child ?" 

'* No, uncle; I don't want one: a dbctca 
me no good. I merely watnt change o 
scene." 

** Well, if that be the caprice it shall be 
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Yoti shall ga to a watering-place r I don't 
expense : Fanny shall acccMoapany ycwi.'* 

^ But, uncle, some day I mast da sooae 
myself: I have no fOTtune;. I had betl 
now." 

** While I Bve, you sluJI not turn 
governess, Caroline, I will not have it 
my niece is a governess." 

^ But the later in Mfe one makes a diaii^ 
sort, uncle, the more difficult and painful 
should wish to get accustomed to the yo] 
any habits of ^se and independence are fo^ 

** I beg you wiH not harass me, Caroline, 
to papovide for you. I have always meant t 
for you : I wiH purchase an annuity. Bk 
am but fifty-five; my health and constiti 
excellent : there is plenty of time to save 
measures. Don't make yourself anxious i 
the future : is that what frets you?" 

'* No, imcle ; but I long for a change." 

He laughed. " There speaks the woma 
he, *^the very woman I A change l a char 
ways fantastical and whimsical! Well, it 
sex." 

"But it is not fantasy and whim, imcle." 

"What is it then?" 
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^' Necessily^ I think. I feel weaker than formerly. 
I believe I should have more to do." 

^^ Admirable ! She feels weak^ and tluerefcTt she 
should be Set to hard labour — *clair comme le jour* 
— ^as Moore — confound Moore! You shall go to 
Cliff-bridge; and there are two guineas to buy a 
new frock. Come, Cary, never fear; we'll find 
bahn in Gilead." 

"Uncle, I wish you were less generous, and 
more '* 

"More what?" ^ 

Sympathizing was the word on Caroline's lips, but 
it was not uttered : she checked herself in time : her 
uncle would indeed have laughed if that namby- 
pamby word had escaped her. Finding her silent, 
he said, — 

*^ The fact is, you don't know precisely what you 
want" . 

'* Only to be a governess." 

*^ Pooh I mere nonsense I I '11 not hear of gover- 
nessing. Don't mention it again. It is rather too 
feminine a fancy. I have finished breakfast, ring 
the bell : put all crotchets out of your head and run 
away and amuse yourself." 

"What with? My doll?" asked Caroline to 
herself as she quitted the roomo 
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A week or two passed; her bodily and 
health neither grew worse nor better. S 
now precisely in that state, when, if her cons 
had contained the seeds o£ consumption, dei 
slow fever, those diseases would have been 
developed, and would soon have carried her 
from the world. People never die of love < 
alone ; though some die of inherent maladies 
the tortures of those passions prematurely fo: 
destructive action. The sound by nature i 
these tortures, and are racked, shaken, shj 
their beauty and bloom perish, but life remj 
touched. They are brought to a certain j 
dilapidation; they are reduced to pallor, ( 
and emaciation. People think, as they S( 
gliding languidly about, that they will soo] 
draw to sickbeds, perish there, and ceas 
among the healthy and happy. This d( 
happen : . they live on ; and though they car 
gain youth and gaiety, they may regain stren 
serenity. The blossom which the March wii 
but feils to sweep away, may survive to 
withered apple on the tree late into, autumn : 
braved the last frosts of spring, it may also bi 
first of winter. 

Every one noticed the change in Miss H< 
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nfipesasjice, and most pecqple said die waa goin 
die* 9^ nertf thought aa hezadf : Ae tdi id 
dying caee} ^ had upbear psbii nor 8i<^3K88;. 
appetite waa diminifAtfd; she knev the leaBca 
was because die wqoi so modi ai ni^bL 
strength waa lessened; she coold acoouiii £» 
deep wa» eoj and hard to be won; dreauia ^ 
distressing and balefizL In the &r future she 
seemed to anticipate a time when this passi^ 
misery shooli be gc^ otcf, and when alie di 
once more be cahn^ thon^ perhaps nerer a 
happy. 

Meanwhile her nmde nrged herto Tidt; to gqi 
with the frequent invitations of tlnSr aeqnasnta 
this she evaded doii^; she cooId not be cheerf 
company: she felt she waa observed there 
more curiosity than sympathy. Old ladies ' 
always offmng her their advice, reccmunending 
or that nostrum ; young ladies looked at her 
way she understood^ and from whidi she shr 
Their eyes said they knew die had been " 
appdnted," as eustcm phrases it : by whom,. 1 
were not eertsun. 

Commonplace young ladies can be quite as 1 
as commonplace young gentlemen, — quite as woi 
and sel^i* Those vrbo 8u£^ should atwaya a 
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tliesn; gnef and calamity iJieydegiuBe: they seem to 
r^ard idiem as flje judgmeiats of God on the lor^- 
With them to *^love" k meijely to eontrive a «ch< 
for achieTing a good match: to be ^^ disappoint 
is to have their scheme seen tiarough and fi^astrai 
They think the feelings and projects of others on 
sal]fect of love, simiha: to tbeir own, and judge tl 
«ocordinglf. 

AH' this Carcdane kaew, paitly by instinct, paa 
by observation: she regulated her conduct by 
knowledge, keeping her pale face and wasted fig 
as much out of sight as she could. Living tl 
in complete seclusion, she ceased to receive ini 
ligence of the little transactions of the neighbo 
hood. 

One morning her micle came into the pado 
where she sat endeavouring to find some pleasure 
painting a little group of wild flowers, gathered im( 
a hedge at the top of the Hollow fields^ and said 
her in his abrupt manner : — 

"Come, child, you are always stoopng cf\ 
palette, or book, or san^la:^ leave that tinting wo: 
By-^he-by, do you put your pencil to your lipswh 
you paint?" 

^* Sometimes, uncle, when I forget." 

*^Then it is that whidbi is poisoning you. T 
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ints are deleterious, child: there is white leacl, 
i red lead, and verdigris, and gamboge, and 
enty other poisons in those colour cakes. Lock 
3m up! lock them up! Get your bonnet on: I 
nt you to make a call with me." 
f^ With yoM, uncle?" 

This question was asked in a tone of surprise, 
e was not accustomed to make calls with her 
cle : she never rode or walked out with him on 
Y occasion. 

^^ Quick! quick! I am always busy, you know: 
lave no time to lose." 

She hurriedly gathered up her materials, asking, 
antime, where they were going. 
^^ToFieldhead." 

^* Fieldhead ! What, to see old James Booth, the 
rdener? Is he ill?" 

^* We are going to see Miss Shirley Keeldar ?" 
^^ Miss Keeldar ! Is she come to Yorkshire ? Is 
J at Fieldhead?" 

^^ She is. She has been there a week. I met her 
a party last night : — that party to which you 
uld not go. I was pleased with her: I choose 
it you shall make her acquaintance: it will do 
11 good." 
^^ She is now come of age, I suppose?" 
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*' She is come of age, and will reside for a time 
on her property. I lectured her on the subject : I 
showed her her duty: she is not intractable: she 
is rather a &n,e girl; she will teach you what it is to 
have a sprightly spirit: nothing lackadaisical about 
her.'' 

'*I don't think she will want to see me, or to 
have me introduced to her. What good can I do 
her ? How can I amuse her ? " 

*^ Pshaw I Put your bonnet on." 

*^ Is she proud, uncle ?" 

** Don't know. You hardly imagine she would 
show her pride to me, I suppose ? A chit like that 
would scarcely presume to give herself airs with 
the Rector of her parish, however rich she might 
be." 

** No, — ^but how did she behave to other people ?'* 

** Didn't observe. She holds her head high, and 
probably can be saucy enough where she dare, — she 
wouldn't be a woman otherwise. There, — away now 
for your bonnet at once I" 

Not naturally very confident, a failure of physical 
strength and a depression of spirits had not tended 
to increase Caroline's presence of mind and ease of 
manner, or to give her additional courage to face 
strangers, and she quailed, in spite of self-remon- 
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tnoe^ BB die and her uncle walbsd up the hroad, 
'ed approach leading &om ihe ga^ieway <^ Fiekir 
d to its pordb She foUowed Mr. Hektcme 
ictantly through that pordi into the somhi^ <dd 
tibule beyond. 

^ery sombre it was; long, vast, and dark: oiie 
iced window lit it but ^mly; the wide old 
[nney contained now no fire, for the present warm 
3;ther needed it not; it was filled instead with 
low-boughs. The gallery on iugh, opposite the 
raiice, was seen but in outlme, so shadowy 
;ame this hall towards its ceiling; carved stags' 
ids, with real sutlers, looked down grotesquely 
m the walls. This was neither a grand nor a 
ifortable houses within as without it was ajatique, 
ibling, and incommodious. A property of a 
usand a year belonged to it ; which property had 
cended, for lack of male heirs, on a female. There 
re mercantile families in the district boasting twice 
income but the Keeldars, by virtue of their 
iquity, and their distinction of lords of the naanor, 
k the precedence of alL 

V£r. and Miss Helstone were ushered into a par- 
r: of course, as was to be expected in such a 
hie old barrack, this parlour was lined with oak : 
3, dark, glossy panels compassed the walls gloomily 
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and grandly. Very handsome, reader, these shining, 
brown panels are: very mellow in colouring and 
tasteful in effect, but — if you know what a ^^ Spring- 
clean " is — ^very execrable and inhuman. Whoever, 
having the bowels of humanity, has seen servants 
scrubbing at these polished wooden walls with bees^ 
waxed cloths on a warm May day, must allow that 
they are ^'tolerable and not to be endured;" and 
I cannot but secretly applaud the benevolent barba- 
rian who had painted another and larger apartment 
of Fieldhead — the drawing-room to- wit, formerly 
also an oak-room — of a delicate pinky white; 
thereby earning for himself the character of a Hun, 
but mightily enhancing the cheerfulness of that por- 
tion of his abode, and saving future housemaids a 
world of toiL 

The brown-panelled parlour was furnished all in 
old style, and with real old furniture. On each side 
of the high mantelpiece stood two antique chairs of 
oak, solid as sylvan thrones, and in one of these sat 
a lady. But if this were Miss Keeldar, she must 
have come of age at least some twenty years ago : 
she was of matronly form, and though she wore no 
cap, and possessed hair of quite an undimmed auburn, 
shading small and naturally young-looking features, 
she had no youthful aspect, nor apparently the wish to 

VOL. I. u 
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it. Yea could have wished her attire of » 
sewer fashion : in a weH-cnt, well-made gown, hers 
would have been no nnoomelj presence. It puza^d 
yon to gaes& why a garment of handsome materials 
ebonld be arranged in such scanty folds, and devised 
sfter snch an obsolete mode : joa. £dt disposed to 
set down the wearer as somewhat eccentric at 
cmce. 

This lady received the visitors with a mixtnre of 
ceremony and diffidence quite English: no middle- 
aged matron who was not an Englishwoman could 
evince precisely the same manner ; a manner so nn^ 
eertain of herself, of her own merits, of her power to 
please; and yet so anxious to be proper, and, if 
possible, rather agreeable than otherwise. In the 
present instance, however, more embarrassment was 
shewn than is usual even with diffident English- 
women: Miss Helstone felt this, sympathized with 
the straiiger, and, knowing by experience what was 
good for the timid, took a seat quietly near her, and 
began to talk to her with a gentle ease, communicated 
for the moment by the presence of one less self- 
possessed than herself. 

She and this lady would, if alone, have at once 
got on extremely well together. The kdy had the 
clearest voice imaginable : infinitely softer and more 
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tanefal than coold have been reasonably 
frmn forty years, and a form decidedly in( 
embonpoint* Tliis voice Caroline liked; i 
for the formal, if correct, accent and IxDgVi 
lady would soon have disoorered she liked i1 
and in t&OL nnnutes they would have beei 
But Mr. Helstone stood on the rug looking 
both; looking especially at the strange 1 
Jm sarcastic, keen eye, that clearly exprei 
patience of her dbilly ceremony, and anno 
i^r want of apkmb. His hard gaze anc 
TOice discomfited the lady more and m 
tried, however, to get up little speeches t 
weather, the aspect of the country, &c., bu 
{Mracticable Mr. Helstone presently foun( 
somewhat deaf: whatever she said, he aieci 
hear distinctly, and she was obliged to go < 
elaborately constructed nothing twice. 1 
soon became too much for her ; she was just 
a perplexed flutter, nervously murmuring 
knew not what detained Miss Keeldar— 
would go and look for her, when Miss Keel 
hes the trouble by appearing: it was to 
simied at least that she wha now came in t 
gkss-door from the garden owned that nam( 
There is red grace in ease of manner, a 

u 
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Helstone felt when an erect, slight girl walked np 
to him, retaining with her left hand her little silk 
apron full of flowers, and, giying him her right 
hand, said pleasantly : — 

*' I knew you would come to see me, though you 
do think Mr. Yorke has made me a Jacobin. Good- 
morning." 

*'But we'll not have you* a Jacobin," returned 
• he. " No, Miss Shirley, they shall not steal the 
flower of my parish from me: now that you are 
amongst us, you shall be my pupil in politics and 
religion : 111 teach you sound doctrine on both 
points." 

" Mrs. Pryor has anticipated you," she replied, 
turning to the elder lady. *^ Mrs. Pryor, you know, 
was my governess, and is still my friend; and of 
all the high and rigid Tories, she is queen ; of all the 
stanch churchwomen, she is chief. I have been 
well drilled both in theology and history, I assure 
you, Mr. Helstone." 

The Rector immediately bowed very low to Mku 
Pryor, and expressed himself obliged to her. 

The ex-governess disclaimed skill either in poli- 
tical or religious controversy, explained that she 
thought such matters little adapted for female 
minds, but avowed herself in general terms the 
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advocate of order and loyalty, an' 
attached to the Establishment. £ 
ever averse to change imder any c 
something scarcely audible about 
ger of being too ready to take up 
her sentence. 

" Miss Keeldar thinks as yo 
madam." 

** Difference of age and differen 
occasion difference of sentimentj 
** It can scarcely be expected tl 
young should hold the opinions 
middle-aged." 

" Oh I oh 1 we are independe 
ourselves!" cried Mr. Helstone. 
Jacobin, for anything I know : a 
in good earnest. Let us have a 
on the spot" 

And he took the heiress's two I 
to let fall her whole cargo of fl< 
her by him on the sofa. 

** Say your creed," he ordered. 

'^ The Apostles' Creed?" 
• ^^Yes." 
' She said it like a child. 

** Now for St. Athanasius's 2 thj 
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* up my flowers: here is Tartar 
id upoQ them." 

%iher kige, strong, and fierce^ 
uglj^ being of a breed between 
^g, who at this moment entered 
ioor^ and posting directly to the 
esh flowers scattered there. He 
lem as food ; but probably think- 
petals might be convenient as 
i^ round preparatory to depodt- 
upcm them, when Miss Helstcme 
' simultaneously stooped to the 

aid the heiress, as she again held 
n £or Caroline to heap the Uos-* 
) this your dai^hter, Mr. Hd.- 

)line." 

\iook hands with her^ and then 

t)line also looked at her hostess. 

(she had no christian name but 
its, who had wished to have a 

afler eight years of marriage^ 
a.nted them only a daughter^ be- 
same m^isculine family eognonien 
^stowed on a bqy» if with a boy 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



r 



FI£LI>HEAD. tK 

they had been blessed) — Shirley Keeldar was 110 
ugly heiress: she was agreeable to the eye. Her 
height and shape were not unlike Miss Helstone's : 
perhaps in stature she might have the advantage 
by an inch or two ; she was gracefully made, and her 
face, too, possessed a charm as well described by the 
word grace as any other. It was pale naturally^ 
but intelligent, and of varied expression. She was 
not a blonde, like Caroline: dear and dark were 
the characteristics of her aspect as to colour: her 
&^oe and brow were clear, her eyes of the darkest 
gray : no green lights in them, — ^transparent, pure^ 
neutral gray ; and her hair of the darkest brown. 
Her features were distii^ruigdied ; by which I do not 
mean that they were high, bony, and Roman, beii^ 
indeed rather small and sli^tly marked than other* 
wise, but only that they were, to use a few French: 
words, ^^ fins, gracieux, spirituels : " mobile they were 
and speaking; but their changes were not to be 
understood, nc»: their language interpreted all at 
once. She examined Caroline seriously, inclining 
her head a little to one side, with a thoughtfol 
air. 

" You see she is only a fedble duck," observed Miv 
Helstone. 

*^ She looks young — ycHuiger than L How old 
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are you ?" she inquired^ in a maimer that would have 
been patronizing if it had not been extremely solemn 
and simple* 

♦* Eighteen years and six months." 

*' And I am twenty-one." 

She said no more ; she had now placed her flowers 
^ on the table^ and was busied in arranging them. 

*• And St. Athanasius's creed?" urged the Rector; 
** you believe it all — don't you ?" 

*' I can't remember it quite alL I will give you a 
nosegay, Mr. Helstone, when I have given your 
niece one." 

She had selected a little bouquet of one brilliant^ 
and two or three delicate flowers, relieved by a spray 
of dark verdure : she tied it with silk from her work- 
box, and placed it on Caroline's lap ; and then she 
put her hands behind her, and stood, bending slightly 
towards her guest, still regarding her, in the attitude 
and with something of the aspect of a grave but 
gallant little cavalier. This temporary expression of 
face was aided by the style in which she wore her 
hair, parted on one temple and brushed in a glossy 
sweep above the forehead, whence it fell in curls 
•that looked natural, so free were their wavy imdula- 
tions. 

** Are you tired with your walk?" she inquired 
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** No — ^not in the least; it is but a short distance 
^— but a mile." 

"You look pale. Is she always so pale?" she 
asked^ turning to the Rector. 

*^ She used to be as rosy as the reddest of your 
flowers." 

" Why is she altered? What has made her pale ? 
Has she been iU?" 

^* She tells me she wants a change.'* 

^* She ought to have one : you ought to give her 
one : you shoidd send her to the sea-coast." 

*^ I will, ere summer is over. Meantime, I intend 
her to make acquaintance with you, if you have no 
objection." 

" I am sure Miss Keeldar will have no objection," 
here observed Mrs. Pryor. " I think I may take 
it upon me to say that Miss Helstone's frequent pre- 
sence at Fieldhead will be esteemed a favour." 

" You speak my sentiments precisely, ma'am," 
said Shirley, *' and I thank you for anticipating me. 
Let me tell you," she continued, turning again to 
Caroline, *' that you also ought to thank my gover- 
ness ; it is not every one she would welcome as she 
has welcomed you : you are distinguished more than 
you tiiink. This morning, as soon as you are gone, 
I shall ask Mrs. Fryer's opinion of you. I am apt to 
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ler judgment of dsara^^r^ for liklien 
id it wondrous accurate. Already I for 
ble answer to my inquixies : do I not g 
Irs. Pryor?" 

lear — ^you said but now you would ask 
hen Miss Helstone was gone ; I am scai 
^Te it in her presence." 
-and perhaps it will be long enough b€ 
it. I am sometimes sadly tantalized^ 
» by Mrs. Pryor's extreme caution: 
s ought to be correct when they comQ^ 
often as tardy of delivery as a lord-c' 
csi some people's ehaiacters I cannot 
mounce sentence, entreat as I may." 
'ryor here smiled. 

' said her pupil, '^ I know what that s 
rou are thinking of my gentleman-t^ 
now Mr. Moore of the Hollow ?" she a 
tone. 

ay! your tenant — so he is: you have 
lal of him, no doubt, since you came ?" 
re been dbrliged to see htm : there was 1 
ansact. Business ! Beally the word m 
ious I am indeed no Icmger a girl, but « 
, md aofiiBthing laoFe. I am an esqi 
i^eeldar, Esquke, iHight to be my style 
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title. They gave me a man^n naane ; I hold a man's 
position: it is enough to inspire me with a touch of 
manhood ; and wlien I see such pec^le as that stately 
Anglo-Belgian — that Gerard Moore before me, 
gntvely talking to me of bosiness, really I feel quite 
gentlemanlike* You must choose me for your 
churchwarden^ Mr. Helfitone^ the next time yon 
elect new ones : they ought to make me a magistrate 
and a captain of yeomanry : Tony Lumpkin's mother 
was a colonel^ and his aunt a justice of the peace — 
why shouldn't I be?" 

^^ With all my heart. If you choose to get i^ a j 

requisition on the subject, I pzomise to head the list 
of signatures with my name. But you were speak* 
ing of Moore?" 

*^ Ah ! yes. I find it a little difficult to und^stand 
M& Moore — ^to know what to think of him : whether 
to like him or not. He seems a tenant of whom any 
proprietor might be proud — and proud of him I am^ 
in that s^ise — but as a neighbour^ what is he ? Again 
and again I have entreated Mrs. Pryor to say what 
she thinks of him, but she still evades returning a 
direct answer. I hope you wffl be less oracular, Mr. 
Helstone, and pronounce at once : do you like him?** 

*^ Not at all, just now : Ins name is entirely blotted 
from my good books." 
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« What is the matter ? What has he done T 

*^ My uncle and he disagree on politics," interposed 
the low yoice of Caroline. She had better not have 
spoken just then : haying scarcely joined in the con- 
versation before, it was not apropos to do it now : 
she felt this, with nervous acuteness, as soon as she 
bad spoken, and coloured to the eyes. 

^^ What are Moore's politics ?" inquired Shirley. 

"Those of a tradesman," returned the Rector; 
f* narrow, selfish, and unpatriotic. The man is 
eternally writing and speaking against the continu- 
Itnce of the war : I have no patience with him." 

"The war hurts his trade, I remember he remarked 
that only yesterday. But what other objection have 
you to him?" 

" That is enough." 

*^ He looks the gentleman, in my sense of the term," 
pursued Shirley, " and it pleases me to think he is 
ouch." 

Caroline rent the Tyrian petals of the one brilliant 
flower in her bouquet, and answered, in distinct tones 
r— " Decidedly he is." ^irley, hearing this courage- 
ous affirmation, flashed an arch, searching glance at 
the speaker from her deep, expressive eyes. 
: " JPbw; are his friend, at any rate," she said; " you 
defend him in his absence." 
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*' I am both his friend and his relative," was the 
prompt reply. *^ Robert Moore is my cousin." 

" Oh, then, you can tell me all about him. Just 
give me a sketch of his character." 

Insuperable embarrassment seized Caroline when 
this demand was made : she coidd not, and did not 
attempt to comply with it. Her silence was im- 
mediately covered by Mrs. Pryor, who proceeded to 
address sundry questions to Mr. Helstone regarding 
a family or two in the neighbourhood, with whose 
connections in the south she said she was acquainted. 
Shirley soon withdrew her gaze from Miss Helstone's 
face. She did not renew her interrogations, but 
returning to her flowers, proceeded to choose a nose- 
gay for the Rector. She presented it to him as he 
took leave, and received the homage of a salute on 
the hand in return. 

" Be sure you wear it for my sake," said she. 

" Next my heart, of course," responded Helstone. 
" Mrs. Pryor, take care of this future magistrate, this 
churchwarden in perspective, this captain of yeo- 
manry, this young squire of Briarfield, in a word : 
don't let him exert himself too much : don't let him 
break his neck in hunting : especially, let him mind 
how he rides down that dangerous hill near the 
HoUow." 
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r «I Kkeadeaccnt,*said Slnrfey— "lEketocfear 
it rapidly ; and ^peciallj I Bke tiiat nxnantic Hol^ 
few, with all my heart." 

** Romantic — ^with a mSk in i^ ?'* 

**Eomantic with a miU in iL Hie 6IA wSL and . 
the white eottage are each adnprable in its way*" 

•* And the counting-house, Mr. Keeldar ?" 

"Thei counting-house is better than my bloOTB* 
coloured drawing-room : I adore the eountui^-* 
houde." 

" And the trade? The cloth — ^the greasy wool — 
the polluting dyeing-vats ? '* 

" The trade is to be thoroughly respected.'* 

** And the tradesman is a hero ? Good I** 

'^I am glad to hear you say so: I thought the 
tradesman looked heroic." 

Mischief, spirit, and glee sparkled all over her face 
as she thus bandied words with the old Cossack, who 
almost equally enjoyed the tilt. 

" Captain Keeldar, you have no mcrcantQe blood 
in your veins : why are you so fond of trade?" 

" Because I am a miU-owner, of course. Half my 
income comes from the works in that Hollow." 

" Don't enter into partnership, that's alL" 

" You 've put it into my head 1 you 've put it into 
my head !" she exclaimed, with a joyous laugh. ** It 
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wiB never get out: thank you." And wi 
hand^ white as a lily and fine as a fairy's^ sh( 
within the porch, while the Rector and 
passed out through the arched gateway. 



END OP VOL. I. 



Digitized byCjOOglC 



London: 
tinted by Stewast and Mux&iT, 
Old Bailey. 



ENGLrSH 
OXFORD 

LlDfiARY 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



i 



Digitized byLjOOQlC : 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



